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CHAPTER  I. 


THE  EOBBEBY. 

J  T*  p 

“  Ralph  Desmond,  you  can  never  have  Queenie  Vail !”  i 

“You  are  crazy^Ned  Harris.  The  girl  is  deeply  in  love 

with  me  now.” 

“That’s  an  infamous  lie,  for  we  are  engaged  to  be  mar¬ 
ried!” 

“What !”  .gasped  the  tall,  slender,  dark  complexioned 
young  man,  a  ferocious  expression  leaping  to  his  black  eyes, 
as  he  nervously  tugged  at  his  long  dark  mustache,  and  reeled 
back  against  his  desk.  Engaged  to  you?” 
t  “Yes  !”  declared  young  Harris  triumphantly,  and  a  smile 
crof/fed  bj^  white,  clean-shaven  face,  as  he  fixed  an  intent 
*  of  his  blue  eyes  upon  the  rage  contorted  features  of  his 

rival.  “As  Queenie  is  engaged  to  me,  I  don’t  see  how  you 
are  going  to  marry  her,  do  you  ?” 

And  he  laughed  heartily  at  th£  cashier  of  the  bank,  in  the 
office  of  which  they  were  standing  on  that  rainy  April  after- 


\  noon. 

c:  the  high-salaried  cashier  to  the  quick  to  think  that 
It  cdt«»04)UJin^  ijookiceeper  had  won  the  girl  he  loved,  and 
tV.is  poor  }  x  f  at  £ajr  y0Uth  and  hissed  in  tones  of  sup- 

m.  ^hooVhi-  n^*- 
nc*  ^  ; 

prcsrcn  T  .  •  ^hc  best  of  me.  I  swear  you  won’t !  Ed 
,  Kt  I’d  Jet  you  wrest  that  girl  from  me,  Ned 


It 
o  ' 


«{) 


dare 


Don’t  tail  like  a  fool,  Ralph.” 
to  call  me  a,  fool.” 


“That’s  just  what  you  are  !” 

“Confound  your  impudence  !  I’ll  teach  you  to  add  insult 
to  injury !” 

And  half  blinded  with  passion,  Desmond  rushed  at  the 
young  bookkeeper  with  a  sharp  ink  eraser  in  his  hand. 

Foreseeing  that  the  angry  man  intended  to  cut  him,  Ned 
doubled  up  his  fists,  and  as  Desmond  made  a  vicious  lunge 
at  him  with  the  keen  blade,  he  sprang  aside,  avoiding  the 
thrust. 

The  next  moment  Ned’s  fist  shot  out,  caught  Desmond  on 
the  jaw  and  knocked  him  down  upon  the  floor. 

In  falling,  the  ink  eraser  flew  out  of  his  hand,  and  he 
scrambled  to  his  feet  and  plunged  at  Ned,  swearing  at  him 
frightfully.  ,  jjjji 

“I’ll  pay  you  for  that  blow!”  he  hissed:  '  • 

“  You  deserved  it,  you  coward  I’1  replied  the  youth  angrily. 

The  next  moment  they  clinched,  and  a  furious  struggle 
ensued  between  them. 

Around  and  around  the  office  they  fought,  upsetting 
tables  and  chairs  and  creating  a  loud  noise,  which  the  other 
clerks  heard. 

Several  of  them  rushed  in,  accompanied  by  the  bank  presi¬ 
dent,  and  a  look  of  wild  astonishment  overspread  their  faces 
at  what  they  beheld. 

There  was  a  rush  on  the  part  of  three  clerks,  who  sepa¬ 
rated  them. 

As  the  clerks  held  them  panting  and  dishevelled  apart, 
their  faces  working  with  anger,  and  furious  glances  darting 
from  their  eyes,  the  president  cried : 

“Here!  Here!  Gentlemen,  what  is  the  meaning  of  IhV 
outrageous  conduct  ?”  / 
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1 1  is  harsh,  angry  words  recalled  the  two  young  men  to  a 
sense  01  their  surroundings,  and  Desmond  gasped : 

“  Harris  began  it.  He  insulted  me.” 

“Ned — can  it  be  possible?”  reprovingly  asked  the  presi¬ 
dent. 

“Desmond  drove  me  to  it,”  replied  the  bookkeeper,  in  self- 

defense. 

“This  is  disgraceful.  Why  were  you  fighting?” 

“It  was  over  a  personal  matter,  sir,”  answered  Ned  eva¬ 
sively. 

V 

™  you  explain  it?” 

“ukr  I  prefer  not  to.” 

“Then  shake  hands  and  make  up.” 

“Not  with  that  viper!”  hotly  answered  the  youth. 

“I’m  astonished  at  you  both,”  said  the  old  gentleman 
angrily.  “I  hope  you  will  never  again  descend  to  such  a 
low,  common  tight  in  this  bank.  If  you  do  you  shall  incur 
my  severest  displeasure.  Ned,  you  go  home;  it’s  after  four 
oe’jdock  now.” 

*  the  young  bookkeeper  made  no  comment,  but  left  the  of¬ 
fice,  put  on  his  hat  and  coat,  and  passed  out  into  Wall  street, 
very  much  ruffled  in  temper  and  feeling  resentful  at  Des¬ 
mond  for  trying  to  stab  him. 

When  he  was  gorfe,  Ralph  assumed  the  air  of  injured  in¬ 
nocence  and  said : 

“Air.  Clark,  he  is  a  villain.  He  called  me  names  and 
tried  to  cut  me  with  an  ink  eraser,  simply  because  I  told  him 
he  was  associating  with  an  adventuress  who  would  lead  him 
to  dishonesty  in  this  bank  to  supply  her  wants  for  money.” 

“What!”  gasped  the  president,  aghast.  “Is  he  doing 
that?” 

“Yes,  and  more,”  was  the  insinuating  reply.  “I  discov¬ 
ered  it  all  quite  by  accident.  She’s  a  variety  actress.  I 
would  not  be  surprised  if  he  were  short  in  his  accounts  here 
already  on  her  account.” 

“My  gracious !  We  must  have  his  books  examined  by  an 
accountant.” 

“Do  so  by  all  means.  He  will  bear  watching.  I’m  sorry 
for  the  boy.” 

And  having  maligned  his  rival,  Desmond  departed  from 
the  bank,  leaving  the  impression  that  Ned  was  a  villain,  and 
that  he  was  a  good-hearted  person,  trying  to  save  the  youth 
from  ultimate  disgrace. 

Ned  went  uptown  on  the  Sixth  avenue  elevated  railroad. 

Alighting  at  Fourteenth  street,  he  proceeded  to  the  stage 
door  of  a  vaudeville  theatre,  and  sent  in  his  card,  with  a  re¬ 
quest  to  see  Queenie  Vail,  one  of  the  performers  billed  there 
that  week. 

She  quickly  made  her  appearance,  and  proved  to  be  a 
pretty  girl  of  twenty,  stylishly  dressed  and  possessed^  of  a 
pair  of  soft  brown  eyes,  dark,  glossy  hair,  and  a  happy  but 
keen  disposition.  ♦ 

“  ^  on  look  troubled,  Ned.”  she  exclaimed,  the  moment 
she  saw  hi  in. 

“  I’ve  had  a  fuss  with  Desmond,”  replied  the  young  man. 
“  He  was  furious  when  he  discovered  that  we  were  engaged.” 

“I  expected  he  would  be  wild  when  he  found  out  I* threw 
him  over  for  you,”  she  laughed.  “ But  don’t  light  with  him, 


Ned.  It  isn’t  worth  while.  You  might  get  injured.  He  is 
a  very  vengeful  man  and  might  play  some  underhanded  trick 
on  you.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  fear  him,”  replied  the  young  bookkeeper. 
“Come  on  over  to  Fleurct’s,  and  I’ll  dine  with  you.  You 
ain’t  on  just  now,  are  you?” 

“No.  I’m  off  during  the  supper  show,”  she  laughed.  “T* 
have  to  get  back  by  seven.  How  is  your  mother  to-day  ?”"' 

“Much  better,”  he  replied,  as  they  walked  toward  Fifth 
avenue.  “Ever  since  father  died,  a  year  ago,  she  has  been 
ailing.  But  we’ve  got  a  small  flat  now  in  East  Twenty- 
fifth  street,  so  she  has  but  little  to  do.” 

And  chatting  thus,  they  proceeded  to  the  restaurant. 

It  was  half-pastsix  when  they  left  there  and  Ned  escorted 
his  ^weetheart  back  to  the  theatre  and  promised  to  call  to  get 
her  that  night  and  take  her  home  after  the  show,  about 
eleven  o’clock. 

He  then  went  home,  but  upon  reaching  the  building  in 
which  he  lived  he  found  that  his  bunch  of  keys  was  missing. 

As  he  needed  them,  and  thought  the  matter  over,  he  mut¬ 
tered  : 

“I  must  have  dropped  them  on  the  floor  in  the  bank  dur¬ 
ing  my  struggle  with  Ralph  Desmond.  As  I’ve  got  aJ*ey'*^jS| 
‘the  bank  door  and  know  the  old  watchman  inside,  I'll  go 
down  and  see  if  I  can’t  get  those  keys  now.  I  must  have 
them  to-night  to  open  my  desk  to  get  the  engagement  ring  I 
left  in  it,  which  I  am  to  give  to  Queenie  to-night.” 

His  mother  was  asleep  when  he  entered  and  after  a  few 
moments’  conversation  with  the  servant,  he  got  the  bank 
keys  from  a  bureau  drawer. 

Ned  then  went  downtown,  carrying  an  umbrella. 

It  was  nine  o’clock  when  he  reached  Wall  street  and  the 
rain  was  pouring  down  in  torrents  upon  the  deserted  thor¬ 
oughfare. 

Ned  opened  the  bank  door  with  his  kef. 

He  expected  to  be  accosted  by  the  old  watchman,  but  to 
his  surprise  he  saw  nothing  of  him. 

Passing  into  the  office  where  he  had  been  fighting  with 
Ralph  Desmond,  he  turned  up  the  gas,  and  searched  the 
floor. 

Phe  sudden  soft  patter  of  footsteps  crossing  the  floor 
reached  his  ears  and  thinking  it  was  the  watchman,  he 
glanced  up. 


I  o  his  amazement  he  observed  a  stranger  stSnd'fng* 
him,  and  several  men  crouching  back  against  the  partition. 

The  man  before  him  was  a  burlv  ruffian  in  rough  clothing 
and  a  cap,  his  heavy  square,  jaws  covered  by  a  scrubby  beard. L 
his  nose  was  mashed  flat  on  his  face,  and  he  had  but  one  i 

He  was  aiming  a  pistol  at  Ned's  head,  and  he  hissed  in  A 
hoarse  fones : 

“If  yer  yells,  I’ll  kill  yer!”  " 

“ Thieves  !”  gasped  Ned,  reeling  back  and  tir  y  ' 

His  glance  wandered  to  the  door  of  the  ’  ^  * nilJf 
saw  that  it  had  been  blown  open  by  Hr  0  crCf-  Jln^ 
entered  the  bank.  \  °vv  “'uf re  he 

The  missing  watchman  had  evident,1  lv  .  *  V 

with.  •  n 

While  this  was  flashing  across 

UU(l  "JlWnl* 
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puif^sprang  at  lym  with  a  slungshot  and  dealt  him  a  blow 
on  *'y  head  that  knocked  him  senseless  to  the  floor. 

4>\\e’ll  make  it  look  as  if  this  bloke  wuz  in  the  job,” 
chuckled  the  burly  ruffian,  as  lie  stuffed  a  wad  of  bills  and 
some  valuable  bonds  into  Ned's  pockets.  “  That’ll  chuck 
ther  fly  coppers  off  our  trail  for  a  while.” 

A  few  moments  later  the  bank  burglars  were  gone  with 
their  booty. 

Poor  Ned  laid  senseless  nearly  an  hour. 

In  the  meantime  the  watchman,  who,  too,  had  been 
rendered  unconscious  from  a  blow,  recovered,  rushed  from 
the  bank  and  summoned  the  police. 

When  Ned  revived  the  detectives  had  hold  of  him. 

They  were  the  Bradys,  from  Secret  Service  Headquarters. 

The  watchman  was  pointing  at  Ned  excitedly,  and  was 

saving : 

‘  o 

“He  must  be  the  one  who  knocked  me  senseless.  Search 

him.” 

“I’ve  already  done  so,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  the  elder 
detective,  “and  I’ve  found  some  of  the  bank’s  money  and 
bonds  in  his  pockets.” 

“He  must  belong  to  the  gang  of  crooks  who  did  this  job, 
as  the  evidence  is  upon  him,”  added  Young  King  Brady, 
the  veteran  detective’s  boy  partner,  in  tones  of  conviction. 

J 


’  CHAPTER  II. 

AFTER  THE  ROBBERY. 

Ned  Harris  looked  bewildered  when  he  was  charged  with 
being  one  of  the  thieves  who  had  broken  into  the  bank. 

But  when  he  considered  the  situation  in  which  he  found 
himself  placed,  and  saw  the  damaging  evidence  of  the  stolen 
money  and  bonds  in  his  pojk^  he  realized  that  his  accusers 
had  good  reason  for  the  su^icions. 

It  filled  him  with  unspeakable  horror  and  dread., 

The  consciousness  of  his  innocence  relieved  his  mind,  how¬ 
ever,  and  he  said : 

“I  know  appearances  are  dreadfully  against  me,  gentle¬ 
men,  but  I  am  innocent  of  complicity  in  this  robbery,  as 
beayen  is  my  judge !” 

OlKJHng  Brady  glanced  keenly  at  the  youth,  and  the 
white-haired,  smooth-faced  old  detective  had  a  wonderfully 
sharp  pair  of  eves. 

“We  expected  to  hear  you  protest  innocence  of  a  hand  in 
thi?  job,”  he  exclaimed,  as  he  took  a  chew  of  tobacco,  and 
pulled  a  pair  of  handcuffs  from  his  pocket. 

A  cold  chill  passed  through  Ned  from  head  to  foot. 

He  could  not  see  much  of  the  detective’s  face,  as  it  was 
shaded  by  a  big  white  felt  hat;  but  those  hard,  metallic 
tones  warned  him  of  his  fate. 

“Wfl)  you  let  rne  explain  how  I  happened  to  be  here?” 
he  asked  eagerly. 

*  Certainly,”  was  the  gruff  reply,  from  the  old-fashioned 
officrnr,  accompanied  by  a  short  nod.  “It  can  do  no  harm,  if 


Ned  sized  him  up  closer. 

He  was  a  big,  strong  man,  in  an  old  blue  frock  coat,  and 
the  standing  collar  and  black  stock,  the  fob  chain,  and 
square-toed  shoes  told  of  an  eccentric  character. 

Cold-blooded  as  his  business  made  him  seem,  the  young 
man  felt  that  the  detective  was  a  reasonable  person,  so  he 
said: 

“I  had  a  strugle  here  to-day  with  a  fellow  clerk  named 
Desmond,  and  lost  a  bunch  of  keys  on  the  floor,  which  I 
came  back  to  get.” 

“The  watchman  told  us  you  were  a  bookkeeper  in  this 
bank.” 

“It’s  a  fact,  sir.  Well,  while  looking  for  the  keys  I  de¬ 
tected  several  rough  looking  men  in  the  office.  One  of  them 
held  me  up  with  a  revolver,  while  another  knocked  me  sense¬ 
less  with  a  slungshot.” 

“How  does  it  happen  you’ve  got  the  bank’s  money  and 
bonds  in  your  pocket?”  ,  .. 

“Some  one  must  have  put  them  there  while  I  laid  sense¬ 
less.” 

“That’s  not  likely.  Thieves  don’t  throw  away  money  to 
get  which  they  have  to  work  so  hard  and  risk  so  much,”  said 
Old  King  Brad}*,  skeptically. 

“Wouldn't  they  do  it  to  throw  the  blame  of  the  robbery 
on  me?” 

“That  wouldn’t  save  them  from  pursuit.  They  haven’t 
left  a  clew  behind  except  the  style  of  their  work,  and  it  looks 
decidedly  professional.” 

“Well,  I’m  no  professional  burglar.” 

“Of  course  not.  We  know  that.  But  you  might  be  in 
league  with  a  gang  and  let  them  in  to  crack  the  safe.  The 
money  in  your  pocket  can  only  be  your  share  of  a  large 
amount  which  they  abstracted  from  the  safe.” 

“You’re  mistaken.  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  rob¬ 
bery,  I  tell  you.” 

“That  you  must  prove  in  court.” 

“Let  me  describe  the  cracksmen  to  you.  I  saw  every  one 
of  them  distinctly.” 

“Very  well.  We  might  recognize  them  that  way.” 

As  Old  King  Brady  spoke,  he  made  a  motion  to  Harry 
Brady,  the  boy  who  worked  with  him  as  a  partner. 

He  was,  as  Ned  saw,  a  handsome,  dashing  youth  of  about 
twenty. 

The  bov  was  a  fearless,  shrewd  fellow,  who  had  made  a 
great  name  for  himself  as  a  criminal  hunter  since  he  became 
acquainted  with  his  partner. 

Their  names  being  alike  made  people  think  they  were  re¬ 
lated,  but  they  were  not ;  it  was  merely  a  coincidence. 

Harry  drew  a  notebook  from  his  pocket  and  swiftly  wrote 
Ned’s  description  of  the  gang  he  had  seen  in  the  bank. 

The  bookkeeper  began  with  the  one-eyed  man,  and  when 
he  finished  a  startled  look  flashed  over  Old  King  Brady’s 
face,  and  he  cried  : 

“Why,  that’s  Jim  Flood,  the  most  expert  bank  burglar 
in  New  York.  I  recognize  his  work  in  the  way  this  safe  was 
opened.” 

“Go  ahead  with  the  next  one,”  said  Harry  Brady. 

Ned  complied. 
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He  accurately  described  four  other  men,  and  during  his 
recital  the  detectives  glanced  significantly  at  each  other,  for 
they  recognized  the  individuals. 

When  Ned  finished  his  description,  Mr.  Clark  came  hur¬ 
rying  in. 

The  watchman  had  telephoned  for  him,  and  Old  King 
Brady  told  what  happened. 

“So  !’’  panted  the  excited  old  gentleman,  glaring  at  his 
bookkeeper.  “Ralph  Desmond’s  theory  was  correct.  The 
variety  actress  you  are  associating  with  has  made  you  so 
desperate  for  want  of  money  that  you  robbed  us  to  get  it 

for  her.” 

“Hush,  Mr.  Clark!”  imperiously  cried  Ned,  his  cheeks 
flushing.  “  Desmond  is  a  liar.  I  am  engaged  to  be  married 
to  Queenie  Vail,  and  I’ve  never  spent  a  large  sum  on  her  in 
my  life.  She’s  a  lady,  sir,  and  I  won’t  allow  you  or  anyone 
else  to  cast  aspersions  upon  her  good  name !” 

“That’s  sounds  very  pretty,  but  don’t  alter  the  case  any,” 
dryly  said  Mr.  Clark. 

“  Yrou  are  prejudiced  against  me  !”  cried  Ned  passionately. 

“Not  without  reason.  As  you  didn’t  hesitate  to-day  to  try 
to  stab  our  cashier,  you  wouldn’t  hesitate  to  go  a  .step 
further,  and  rob  us.” 

“If  Desmond  says  I  tried  to  stab  him  he  lies  most  foully. 
He  said  that  to  hide  his  own  villainy,  for  it  was  really  he 
who  tried  to  stab  me.” 

“I  don’t  believe  it!”  snapped  Mr.  Clark. 

“  Then  don’t !  1  don’t  care  whether  you  do  or  not,  as  you 
are  so  narrow  minded  that  you  can’t  see  beyond  the  end  of 

your  nose.” 

Just  then  Old  King  Brady  interrupted  them  by  asking: 

“How  much  money  is  missing  from  the  safe?” 

Mr.  Clark  examined  the  rifled  strong  box. 

He  was  very  pale  when  he  turned  to  the  detectives  and 
answered : 

“Five  hundred  thousand  dollars.” 

“Quite  a  big  haul.  How  was  the  money  arranged?” 

“All  in  cash — mostly  bills  of  large  denomination.  Be¬ 
sides  we  had  five  bonds.” 

“Are  these  the  bonds,”  queried  the  detective,  taking  the 
ones  in  Ned’s  pocket. 

“Yes.  They  are,”  replied  the  president,  examining  them. 
“How  much  money  did  you  find  in  this  unfortunate  boy’s 
pockets?” 

“One  package  contained  five  thousand  dollars.  Here,  see 
if  it’s  your  money.” 

He  handed  it  over  and  Mr.  Clark  carefully  examined  it. 

Finally  he  said : 

“Yes — this  is  some  of  the  bank’s  money.” 

“So  much  the  worse  for  this  young  man.” 

“How  did  those  thieves  get  in  ?” 

“They  must  have  had  a  key  to  the  door,”  replied  the  old 
detective.  “We  have  scanned  the  whole  building.  They 
didn’t  break  in.  That’s  evident.  They  unlocked  the  front 
door.  The  safe  door  was  blown  open  with  nitroglycerine. 
How  was  it  you  didn’t  have  a  burglar  alarm?” 

“We  had  a  new  safe  pul  in  to-day  and  the  new  burglar 


alarm  was  to  have  been  attached  to¬ 
on  our  watchman  for  one  night.” 

“He  was  passing  through  the  bank  on  a  tour  of  inspection 
when  some  one  struck  him  down  from  behind,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “The  thieves  must  have  got  a  pass  key  from 
some  one  in  the  bank,  and  somebody  attached  to  the  bank 
must  have  tipped  them  off  that  there  was  no  burglar  alarm 
on  the  safe.  It  was  a  dead  easy  job.” 

“Perhaps  Ned  Harris  admitted  them  and  told  them  about 
the  safe  having  no  burglar  alarm,”  suggested  Mr.  Clark, 
suspiciously. 

“  Just  what  we  suspect.” 

“Do  you  know  who  his  accomplices  are?” 

“We  recognize  the  whole  gang  by  Harris’s  description.” 

“Why  did  he  give  his  pals  away?” 

“  Can’t  tell  yet.  We  might  not  have  known  who  they  were 

only  for  what  this  young  fellow  told  us,  for  they  d^jin’t  even 

leave  as  much  as  a  brace  and  bit,  or  a  jimmv,  behind  therm” 

*■  • 

“I  hope  you’ll  be  able  to  round  them  up  and  recover  our 
money.” 

“We’ll  test  the  truth  of  this  young  man’s  assertion,  and  if 
we  can  run  them  down,  we’ll  try.  to  recover  their  booty.  Say, 
Jack,”  the  old  detective  added,  turning  to  one  of  thj>  police^ 
men,  “guard  the  bank  now,  and  Harry  and  I  will  run  this 
man  in.” 

“All  right,  Mr.  Brady,”  responded  the  policeman. 

“Harris,”  said  the  detective,  turning  to  the  prisoner,  and 
displaying  the  handcuffs,  “will  you  go  along  quietly  or  must 
we  use  these?” 

“Spare  me  that  humiliation,”  pleaded  Ned,  holding  up 
his  hand. 

“I  guess  we  can  trust  you,”  said  the  detective  grimlv. 
“Come  on.” 

With  a  detective  on  each  side  of  him  and  holding  his 
head  proudly  erect  despite  the  awful  charge  against  him. 
Ned  walked  from  the  bank. 

The  Bradys  brought  him  to  the  Church  street  station. 

A  charge  of  burglary  was  made  against  him  and  he  was 
locked  up. 

When  the  detectives  walked  away,  Harry  asked  his  part¬ 
ner : 

“Do  you  believe  Harris  is  guilty  ?” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled,  pondered  a  moment,  and  finally 
replied:  n  “* 

“No  ;  I  don't.  It  was  the  wrork  of  experts.” 

“But  he  may  have  rung  in  with  them  as  a  capper.” 

“Don’t  believe  it.  I  m  a  good  judge  of  human  nature. 
There  was  nothing  but  truth  and  honesty  in  that  young 

man's  eyes.  T  believe  he  is  an  innocent  victim  of  circum¬ 
stances.” 

“Then  why  did  you  run  him  in?” 

“In  the  first  place,  because  the  evidence  warranted  it. 
In  the  second  place,  because  I  want  the  burglars  to  read  of 
his  arrest  and  delude  themselves  into  the  belief  that  wo 
think  he  is  guilty.  That  will  throw  them  off  their  guard 
and  make  it  much  easier  for  us  to  round  them  up.” 

“Recollect  what  "Mr.  Clark  said  about  the  girl  he  lows  ” 

“1  do,  and  I’m  going  up  to  Union  Square  -now  to  look  her 
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over  when  she  conies  from  the  theatre  where  I’ve  seen 
her  billed  this  week.  She  may  shed  some  light  on  the  mat¬ 
ter.  In  the  meantime  you  had  better  lind  out  what  Ralph 
Desmond  did  with  himself  to-night.  He  owes  the  book¬ 
keeper  a  grudge,  and  has  been  undermining  him  to  the  bank 
president.  Who  knows  what  his  spite  may  have  led  him 
ip-do  in  the  bank  robbery,  to  get  back  at  his  rival?” 

“\  ery  well,”  Harry  assented.  ‘‘I'll  quit  you  right  here.” 


CHAPTER  III. 


AT  THE  THEATRE. 


-  Upon  leaving  Old  King  Brady,  the  young  detective  made 
his  way  up  to  the  Metropolitan  Hotel,  and  asked  the  clerk  if 
Ralph  Desmond  was  in. 

“He  left  here  half  an  hour  ago  in  a  cab,”  replied  the 

clerk. 

‘‘Did  he  say  where  he  was  going?”  queried  the  boy, 
carelessly. 

“Xo,  sir.  Yonder  negro  porter  procuredlthe  carriage  for 

him.”  * 

“Thank  you  very  much.” 

Harry  approached  the  porter  and  handed  him  a  dollar. 
The  darky  grinned,  bowed,  and  asked,  obsequiously : 
“Wha’  kin  I  do  fo’  yo’,  sah?” 

“  Point  out  the  cab  Mr.  Desmond  went  away  in,  if  you 

can.” 

“Fo’  sho’,  boss.  Done  jes’  come  back.  Come  outside.” 
Passing  into  the  street,  the  darky  pointed  at  a  hack,  and 

said : 

“Dar  he  am.” 

“That  will  do.” 

“  Yassah.” 

Harry  walked  over  to  the  cabman. 

“Carriage,  sir?”  eagerly  asked  the  driver. 

*  “Yes,  I  need  you.” 

“Where  to,  sir?” 

“You  just  came  back  from  taking  a  fare,  didn’t  you  ?” 

“I  did.  It  was  Mr.  Desmond,  a  gentleman  who  lives  at 

“He’s  a  friend  of  mine;  I  wTant  to  find  him.” 

“Well,  I  think  I  can  show  you  where  he  is.” 

“And  where’s  that?” 

“In  a  joint  in  Houston  street.” 

“A-  crooked  dive?” 


“I’ve  heard  it’s  only  frequented  by  thieves.” 

“Did  you  leave  him  there?” 

“Yes,  sir.  But  I  suppose  he’s  only  slumming.” 

“Take  me  to  the  same  place.” 

“Jump  in,  sir.” 

Wondering  why  the  aristocratic  cashier  of  a  bank  would 
go  to  a  den  which  had  the  unsavory  reputation  of  being  the 
rendezTous  of  thieves,  Harry  was  driven  downtown,  and 

-oon  reached  big  destination. 


rr 


carriage  pull'd  up  before  a  dingy  saloon. 


& 


Alighting,  the  boy  paid  and  dismissed  the  driver. 

He  was  just  about  to  enter  the  saloon,  when  the  door 
opened,  and  Desmond  emerged,  accompanied  by  a  dirty 
little  street  gamin. 

As  Young  King  Brady  had  secured  an  accurate  descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  man  from  the  bank  watchman,  he  recognized 
Desmond  at  a  glance. 

Leaning  back  against  a  bill-board,  the  boy  pretended  to 
be  drunk. 

He  saw  Desmond  give  him  a  casual  glance,  and  heard 
him  ask  the  boy : 

“You  say  a  man  sent  you  for  me?” 

“Sure.  He  gived  me  a  nickel  ter  git  yer,  boss.” 

“Where  is  he?” 

“In  dat  alleyway  across  de  street.” 

“All  right.  You  may  go.” 

The  fashionably  clad  Mr.  Desmond  crossed  the  street. 

Harry  saw  him  plunge  into  a  dark  alley  and  disappear 
from  view. 

The  boy  followed  him. 

Lurking  at  the  entrance  to  the  alley,  he  peered  in,  and 
dimly  saw  the  figure  of  two  men,  one  of  whom  was  Des¬ 
mond,  while  the  other  was  a  burly  fellow  wearing  a  cap, 
whose  features  he  could  not  distinguish. 

They  were  speaking  in  low  tones. 

Harry  could  not  hear  a  word  they  uttered,  although  he 
tried  hard. 

Presently  the  stranger  gave  Desmond  a  package,  and  the 
cashier  said : 

“All  right,  Jim;  I’ll  be  there  with  her  to-night.  Have 
the  boys  ready.” 

“Don’t  fail  me,  Mr.  Desmond.” 

“Certainly  not.  Good-night.” 

“Good-night,  sir.” 

As  Desmond  came  toward  Harry,  the  boy  hastily  re¬ 
treated. 

He  hid  in  a  doorway. 

Seeing  Desmond  emerge  from  the  alley  and  strike  off 
across  town  at  a  rapid  pace,  the  young  detective  glided  after 
him.  “What  does  the  mystery  of  that  man’s  actions  in 
these  slums  portend?”  thought  the  young  detective  in  per¬ 
plexity.  “Why  did  he  come  to  such  a  low  dive?  Who  was 
the  mysterious  man  he  met  in  the  gloomy  alley?  What 
were  they  whispering  about  ?  And  what  was  in  the  parcel 
the  stranger  gave  him  ?  It’s  all  very  queer.” 

He  tracked  the  man  over  to  the  Bowery,  up  which  he 
strode  to  Fourth  avenue,  and  turning  up  that  thorough¬ 
fare,  he  proceeded  to  Fourteenth  street. 

Desmond  paused  at  the  stage  door  of  a  vaudeville  house. 

Pulling  out  his  watch,  lie  glanced  at  it,  and  lit  a  cigar; 
then  he  began  to  pace  nervously  to  and  fro,  as  if  awaiting 
somebody. 

The  boy  heard  a  low,  guarded  cough. 

Glancing  down  at  the  saloon  on  the  corner,  he  saw  his 
partner. 

Old  King  Brady  was  crouching  in  a  doorway. 

The  boy  hastened  over  to  him,  and  asked: 

“Did  Queenio  Vail  come  out  yet?” 
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“  No.  1  see  you’ve  traced  some  one  here.” 

“It's  Desmond.” 

“Ah !  Him,  eh?” 

“Let  me  tell  you  about  his  mysterious  actions.” 

And  Harry  detailed  all  that  he  thus  far  had  discovered. 

He  had  scarcely  finished,  when  they  saw  Queenie  Vail 
suddenly  emerge  from  the  theatre,  and  heard  Desmond 

exclaim : 

“At  last!  Queenie — wait!” 

He  started  toward  her,  and  she  paused,  glanced  at  him 
scornfully,  and  seeing  nothing  of  Ned,  whom  she  expected 
to  meet,  she  cried  : 

“Oh!  You,  is  it?” 

He  saw  her  scorn,  and  realized  that  Ned  had  told  of  their 
quarrel  and  tight. 

But  he  did  not  dose  his  assurance  for  an  instant. 

“Don’t  be  angry  at  me,  Queenie,”  he  pleaded. 

“Mr.  Desmond,  I  wish  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  you.” 

“On  account  of  my  fuss  with  Ned  to-day?” 

“Yes.  I  see  your  conscience  accuses  you.” 

“It  does,  most  bitterly.  I’m  so  sorry  I  fought  with  him.” 

“You  surprise  me,”  said  the  girl. 

“Well,”  said  the  crafty  rascal,  in  tones  of  deep  humility, 
“I've  come  to  my  senses  at  last.  I  loved  you,  and  was  jeal¬ 
ous  when  I  found  that  you  had  thrown  me  over  for  Harris. 
That  was  natural  enough.  I  couldn't  bear  it.  But  now 
that  I  find  you  really  loved  him  the  best,  I've  smothered  my 
own  feelings,  and  wish  to  do  all  I  can  to  make  you  both 
happy.” 

Queenie  glanced  at  him  in  amazement. 

This  style  of  talk  was  entirely  unlike  him. 

It  melted  her  resentment  against  him,  and  she  said  in 
gentler  tones : 

“Well,  you’ve  got  a  streak  of  manhood  I  never  suspected. 
I'm  glad  you  take  such  a  sensible  view  of  the  case.  But  how 
can  you  help  us?” 

“Is  it  possible  you  don’t  know - ” 

“What?”  she  asked,  wonderingly. 

“About  poor  Ned?” 

She  gave  a  gasp,  turned  pale,  and  demanded,  fiercely: 

“Has  anything  happened  to  him?” 

“  Yes.  He  is  indeed  in  great  trouble.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“He  has  been  arrested.” 

“Arrested?”  she  gasped,  in  alarm. 

“Yes.  For  robbing  the  bank  !” 

“When?” 

“To-night.” 

“  How  do  you  know  ?” 

A  startled  look  flashed  over  Desmond’s  face. 

“Why — why,”  he  stammered;  “you  see — I  read — I 
mean,  I  heard - ” 

“How  confused  you  are!” 

“I  feel  nervous.  The  fact  is,  I  just  met  a  policeman  I 
knew,  and  lie  told  me  our  bank  was  broken  open  and  robbed 
by  Ned  Harris  to-night.  Yes,  that's  it.  A  policeman  told 
me.  He  must  have  heard  it  from  headquarters.” 

“It  can’t  be  true.” 
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“Oh,  yes,  it  is.  T  can  prove  it.” 

“But  Ned  is  no  thief.”  /  Or 

“Of  course  he  isn’t.  I  wouldn’t  for  a  moment  believe 

» 

he  was.” 

“Where  have  they  got  him  locked  up?” 

“In  the  Church  street  station-house.  I  thought  I’d  bet¬ 
ter  inform  you,  and  if  1  cUn  help  you  by  getting  him  out 
bail  to-night,  I’ll  do  it.” 

“Oh,  you  are  so  good — so  generous  !”  cried  the  frightened 
girl,  clasping  his  hands  in  hers.  “I’m  sorry  I  ever  mis-  ‘ 
judged  you,  Mr.  Desmond.” 

“Don't  mention  it,”  he  gasped,  with  a  guilty  look.  “Do 
you  want  to  go  downtown  with  me  to  see  him  and  get  him 
out  ?” 

•  , 

“By  all  means.  Call  a  cab — quick  !” 

He  obeyed  her,  and  they  jumped  in,  and  he  gave  the 
driver  whispered  directions. 

As  they  dashed  away,  the  Bradys  rushed  along  after 
them. 

The  cab  sped  down  to  Houston  street,  and  paused  before 
the  saloon  from  which  Harry  saw  Desmond  emerge. 

The  cashier  alighted,  and  whistled  part  of  a 
tune  as  a  ’Signal. 

“Here’s  the  place.  Get  out,  Queenie,”  he  exclaimed. 

Wondering  why  he  whistled,  she  complied,  and  glanced 
around.  C 

A  gang  of  ruffians  had  come  from  the  saloon.  Desmond 
and  Queenie  were  in  the  midst  of  them,  and  the  Bradys 
were  running  toward  the  crowd. 

Just  then  one  of  the  crooks  flung  a  cloth  over  the  girl's 
head. 

Queenie  was  seized  by  the  crowd,  the  cloth  muffling  her 
screams,  and,  accompanied  by  the  cashier,  they  curried  her 
into  the  saloon. 

When  the  Bradys  reached  the  spot  the  cab  was  gone,  and 
the  girl  and  her  abductors  had  vanished  from  view. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

SHOWING  TIIEIR  HAND. 

y  ^ 

“Harry,  did  you  see  that?  Desmond  is  a  villain.  *He 
lured  the  girl  into  the  hands  of  those  crooks,  to  get  her  into 
his  power.” 

We've  got  dead  evidence  against  him,  Old  King  Brady.” 
Our  duty  is  plain.  We  must  rescue  the  girl.” 

“Get  your  gun  ready,  and  we'll  rush  right  inTgrab  her. 
and  light  our  way  out.” 

Bui  they  had  no  chance  to  carry  out  their  plan. 

Desmond  had  seen  them  coming,  and  hit  upon  a  scheme 
to  throw  off  any  surpicion  that  might  attach  to  him.  in  case 
he  was  seen  by  the  police. 

Just  as  the  Bradys  were  about  to  approach  the  saloon,  the 
door  opened  and  Desmond  was  seen  struggling  in  the  hands 
of  the  gang. 

‘•You  release  that  girl,  you  villaius !"  lie  cried,  as  he  tert. 
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*  himself  free.  “1*11  call  the  police,  blast  you!  I'll  teach 
yoiQto  abduct  a  lady  in  that  brazen  manner.  Now,  stand 
hack,  or  I'll  shoot  you  !” 

He  sprang  into  the  street  and  levelled  a  pistol  at  the 

,  K?  gang. 

They  recoiled  into  the  saloon  and  shut  and  locked  the 

.  door. 

I  p  to  him  dashed  the  Bradys.  They'  were  not  deceived 

by  his  cleverly  acted  ruse.  , 

%  They  did  not  think  that  they  had  made  an  error  about 

his  villainy. 

j  |  “Hello,  there  !”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “What  does  this 

t*  mean?” 


•  “Eh?”  said  Desmond,  turning  around  and  staring  at 
them.  “More  of  you?” 

“No,  no!  We  are  detectives.” 

“Oh!  I’m  mighty  glad  you’ve  come.” 

“What’s  the  trouble  here?” 

'  “I  had  a  young  lady  with  me  in  a  cab.  She  felt  faint 
and  ill.  So  she  could  get  a  breath  of  fresh  air  we  alighted. 
A  gang  of  ruffians  attacked  us,  and  carried  her  into  that 
saloon.  Our  driver  took  fright  and  dashed  away  leaving  us 
aT  the  mercy  of  the  scoundrels.” 

“What  did  they  abduct  the  lady  for?” 

;  '  ‘  “I’m  blest  if  I  know!” 

*  “Help  us,  and  we  will  save  her.” 

“You’ll  have  to  burst  in  the  door,  as  it’s  locked.” 

The  detectives  were  men  of  action  when  there  was  im- 

*  portant  work  to  do,  and  they  wasted  no  further  time  then 

’'■''  talking  to  Desmond.  * 

But  there  were  several  suspicious  points  about  the  affair 
which  they  resolved  to  make  plain  later  on. 

Rushing  at  the  saloon  door,  they  broke  the  lock  and 
dashed  in. 

A  dirty  barroom  was  disclosed. 

The  gang  was  escaping  through  a  rear  door. 

Seeing  the  struggling  actress  still  in  their  hands,  the  de¬ 
tectives  rushed  forward  and  began  to  discharge  their  pis¬ 
tols  at  the  villains. 

The  Bradys  were  dead  shots. 

It  was  no  trouble  to  them  to  avoid  striking  the  girl. 

Several  bullets'  took  effect  in  the  legs  of  the  flying  crooks, 


ajj^jhev  yelled  with  pain  and  dropped  the  girl. 
Sharing  the  cloth  from  about  her  head,  she 


glared 


around. 

“Save  me!”  she  cried  frantically,  as  she  rushed  toward 
the*  detectives. 

A  muttered  curse  of  chagrin  escaped  Desmond. 

“I’m  baffled!”  he  muttered,  as  Old  King  Brady  rushed 

after  the  gang. 

“Don’t  be  afraid,”  said  Harry,  assuringly  to  the  girl. 
“We  are  the  Bradys.” 

“The  Bradys?”  she  echoed  in  bewilderment.  “I  don’t 

kndw  you.” 

“Secret  Service  detectives,  Miss  Vail,  and  here  to  rescue 


you.” 

“Thank  Heaven  for  that!  But  what  does  this  all  mean?” 
“You  are  the  victim  of  an  unscrupulous  villain.” 
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“Who?” 

“Desmond.” 

“But  I  thought - ” 

“Hush!  Don’t  let  on  we  suspect  him.” 

“I  see.  Ah  !  There  he  is  now.” 

“Yes.  And  this  is  some  of  his  work.  He  can’t  pull  the 
wool  over  my  eyes  with  his  clever  acting.  I’ve  had  time  to 
think  the  matter  over.  It’s  all  a  put-up  job.  I  see  through 
his  game.” 

“Explain.”  ^ 

“Not  now.  Wait.  We  must  get  you  out  of  this  first.” 

Just  then  Old  King  Brady  returned. 

“Can’t  force  the  door  to  pursue  them,”  he  announced. 

“Never  mind,”  said  Harry.  “Yrou  saw  them,  didn’t 
you  ?” 

“Every  one.  They  are  the  same  crooks  Ned  Harris  de¬ 
scribed  as  being  in  the  bank  when  he  was  attacked.” 

“And  they  are  Desmond’s  friends,  eh?”  said  Harry,  sig¬ 
nificantly. 

“Looks  highly  suspicious,  don’t  it?” 

Just  then  Queenie  asked,  anxiously: 

“Is  it  really  a  fact  that  Ned  was  arrested  for  burglary?” 

“Yes,  and  we  were  the  ones  who  nabbed  him.” 

“But  you  must  know  he  wouldn't  do  such  a  thing.” 

“We  doubt  his  guilt  and  want  to  aid  him.” 

“God  bless  you  for  that  assurance.” 

“Just  see  Desmond,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  a  grin. 

The  cashier  rushed  forward  and  cried  effusively : 

“Oh,  Queenie,  I’m  so  glad  you  are  safe !” 

“I  owe  it  to  these  gallant  detectives.” 

“Indeed  you  do.  But  let  us  get  out  of  here.” 

They  left  the  dive,  and  went  over  to  Third  avenue. 

Pausing  on  the  corner,  Old  King  Brady  said  to  Des¬ 
mond  : 

“So  Miss  Yail  was  taken  ill  in  the  carriage,  and  you  had 
the  driver  turn  into  Houston  street  so  she  could  alight  for 
a  breath  of  fresh  air,  eh?” 

“I  didn’t  tell  him  to  turn  into  that  street,”  began  Des¬ 
mond,  uneasily. 

“But  I  wasn’t  ill  at  all,”  protested  the  surprised  girl. 

“He  said  you  were,  Miss  Yail,”  chuckled  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Well,  you  see,”  blandly  interposed  Desmond,  “I  only 
told  you  that  for  a  stall.  I  didn’t  care  to  confide  the  truth 
to  utter  strangers.” 

“Then  >what  did  you  bring  the  girl  into  such  a  street 
for?” 

“He  said  we’d  arrived  at  the  Church  street  police  sta¬ 
tion,  where  we  were  going  to  see  Ned,  and  bail  him  out,” 
said  Queenie,  earnestly. 

“Then  lie  lied  !”  said  Harry,  bluntly. 

“Sir!”  roared  Desmond,  bridling  up. 

“Oh,  we  heard  all  you  said  to  the  young  lady  on  Union 
Square,”  said  Young  King  Brady,  dryly.  “We  ivere  shad¬ 
owing  you.” 

“You  were?”  gasped  the  cashier,  turning  pale. 

“  Yes,  sir.  I  saw  you  meet  a  man  in  the  alley  opposite 
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the  joint  before  you  went  down  to  the  theatre  to  pick  up  this 

girl.” 

“It  was  only  on  personal  business.” 

“A  nice  thing  for  the  trusted  and  respected  cashier  of  a 
great  banking  house  to  do,”  said  Harry,  dryly.  “It’s 
mighty  queer  you  should  afterward  carry  this  girl  to  the 
same  place,  and  that  she  should  be  abducted - ” 

“Didn’t  I  try  to  save  her?” 

“No.  We  believe  you  lured  her  there  on  purpose.” 

“You  wrong  me  grossly.” 

“Oh,  no,  we  don’t.  We  know  what  we  are  talking  about, 
too.  You’ve  lied  to  us,  and  can’t  give  us  a  reasonable  ex- 
cuse  for  your  strange  actions.  In  other  words,  Ralph  Des¬ 
mond,  we’ve  seen  that  you  are  associated  with  the  very 
thieves  who  robbed  your  bank  to-night.  We  know  you  tried 
to  abduct  this  girl,  and  suspect  you  wanted  to  marry  her 
against  her  will.  Your  cleverly  acted  pretense  of  fighting 
the  crooks  to  save  her  didn’t  work.  It  was  too  shallow.  In 
plain  English,  you  are  under  our  suspicion,  sir.” 

“J  protest - ”  began  Desmond,  with  a  sickly  attempt 

to  appear  as  if  his  feelings  were  injured,  but  Harry  in¬ 
terrupted  him  with : 

“That  will  do !  Y*ou  were  lucky  enough  thus  far  to  pre¬ 
vent  us  from  gaining  any  absolute  and  direct  evidence 
against  you.  We  could  not  convict  you  on  theories.  But 
remember  this:  We  are  aware  of  your  game.  Don’t  carry 
it  any  farther.  If  you  do  you  will  soon  come  to  grief.  Y"ou 
may  go  now'.”  ' 

“I’m  insulted  by  your  suspicions.  I  wmn’t  listen  co  your 
unjust  accusations  any  longer.  I’ll  take  Miss  Vail  home.” 

“You’ll  do  nothing  of  the  kind.” 

“Why  not?” 

“Because  we  are  going  to  attend  to  her.” 

“As  you  like,”  stiffly  said  Desmond.  “Good-night.” 

“Until  we  meet  again,”  warningly  said  Harry. 

The  villain  scowled  at  him,  and  strode  away. 

After  he  wras  gone  Harry  said  to  the  pretty  little  actress : 

“Lead  the  way  and  we’ll  escort  you  to  your  home.” 

“Can  nothing  be  done  for  Ned?”  she  asked,  anxiously. 

“Not  to-night,  Miss  Vail.  Now,  tell  us  all  that  hap¬ 
pened.” 

She  gave  them  an  account  of  what  Ned  told  her,  and  all 
that  befell  her  that  night  after  Desmond  met  her. 

When  she  had  finished,  Old  King  Brady  said  to  her  very 
earnestly : 

“Now,  sec  here,  Miss  Vail,  it’s  plain  enough  that  Ned 
Harris  is  the  victim  of  circumstantial  evidence.  He  is  also 
the  victim  of  a  conspiracy.  It's  evident  that  Desmond  is  in 
league  with  the  gang  of  crooks  who  robbed  the  bank  and 
laid  the  blame  on  vour  sweetheart.  But  they  are  a  cun¬ 
ning  crowd.  It  requires  strategy  to  defeat  and  capture 
them.  We  can’t  help  Ned  until  we  do  round  them  up.” 

“What  do  you  propose  to  do,  sir?” 

“Use  you  us  a  decoy  to  trap  those  villains.” 

“1  am  capable  and  willing.” 

“Very  well.  Then  you'll  enter  into  our  plans,  eh?” 

“Heartily,  if  it  will  save  Ned.” 

“Then  come  down  to  headquarters.  We'll  lay  the  whole 


thing  before  the  chief,  and  form  our  own  plan  of  action  to 
capture  and  convict  Ralph  Desmond  and  his  pals.” 

And  so  saying  they  hastened  away. 


CHAPTER  V. 


WORKING  UP  A  NEW  PLAN. 


i 


On  the  following  morning  Ned  Harris  was  driven  to 
court  in  a  “Black  Maria,”  with  a  batch  of  other  prisoners, 
and  was  given  an  examination.  . 

The  Bradys  were  on  hand  to  press  the  charge  of  burglary. 

As  the  evidence  against  him  wras  very  strong,  he  was  in¬ 
dicted  to  stand  trial  by  the  grand  jury,  and  the  judge  re¬ 
manded  him  to  the  Tombs. 

His  mother  and  sweetheart  were  present. 

They  retained  a  lawyer  for  him,  who  nfade  application 
to  have  him  admitted  to  bail,  and  then  went  off  to  secure 
a'  bondsman. 

Mr.  Clark  was  present  with  Raljoh  Desmond  to  represem^.^ 
the  bank,  and  a  triumphant  smile  flitted  over  the  cashier's 
dark  face  when  he  saw  his  hated  rival  sent  to  the  city 
prison. 

“This  is  revenge  for  the  blow  he  gave  me,”  the  rascal  . 
muttered.  “  And  now  that  he  is  out  of  my  way,  I’ll  have  no 
interference  when  I  begin  my  attack  on  Queenie,  to  recover 
her  good  will.”  *  ’Jf  \ 

The  bank  president  stopped  the  Bradys  as  they  were 
leaving. 

“Have  you  learned  anything  new  about  the  robbery?"  he 
asked. 

“Oh,  yes,”  asserted  Old  King  Brady;  “a  great  deal.'’ 

“Would  you  mind  telling  me— 


ff 


“Not  until  the  case  is  finished,  sir.” 

“That’s  very  disappointing.” 

“Can’t  help  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  then  observing 
that  Desmond  was  intently  listening,  he  added,  gloomily : 
“The  case  looks  very  black  for  young  Harris.  He  must  be 
guilty.  We’ll  convict  him  yet.” 

“Do  you  know  who  his  accomplices  are?” 

“No.  Last  night  we  had  our  suspicions  a  bout 
party,”  answered  Old  King  Brady,  giving  Desmon^I  a 
meaning  glance,  “but  since  then  we  have  come  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  we  made  a  mistake.  The  person  I  refer  to  was 
an  enemy  of  Harris.  Tt  stands  to  reason  that  he  would  not 
be  associated  in  a  robberv  with  an  enemy.  That's  why  we 
concluded  that  Harris  and  a  gang  of  expert  crooks  were  the 
ones  who  robbed  vour  bank.” 

“Well,”  said  Mr.  Clark,  in  melancholy  tones,  “1  hope 
you  will  run  down  the  accomplices  of  Harris,  and  recover 
our  funds.” 

“We  shall  exert  every  effort  to  do  so.” 

The  bank  president  then  departed. 

Desmond  lingered  behind  him.  and  touched  OM  King 
Brady’s  arm. 

“Can  l  have  a  word  with  you,  Mr.  Brady?”  lu> 
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“Ah,  Mr.  Desmond!”  exclaimed  the  officer,  facing  the 
cashier  with  a  look  of  simulated  surprise.  “Want  to  speak 

to  me':" 

“Yes,  sir.  I  heard  all  you  just  said  to  Mr.  Clark,  and  I 
plainly  understood  that  you  meant  me,  when  you  referred 

to  Ned's  enemy.” 

“So  I  did,"  acquiesced  the  officer. 

“Then  you  admit  that  you've  changed  your  mind  about 
me  being  in  league  with  the  dirty  gang  of  loafers  you  saw 
abducting  Miss  Vail  last  night  down  in  Houston  street?” 

“Exactly.  We  know  that  they  are  some  of  the  thieves 
who  robbed  the  bank,  and  we  caught  Ned  red-handed,  with 
evidence  of  his  guilt.  As  Harris  and  those  crooks  robbed 

V 

the  bank,  it  isn't  reasonable  to  suppose  you  had  anything  to 
do  with  the  crime,  as  you  and  Ned  were  enemies.” 

“That’s  a  sensible  wav  to  view  the  matter.” 

“You  can't  help  admitting,  though,  that  we  had  just 
grounds  for  being  suspicious  of  you  when  we  saw  you  with 
those  thieves.  If  you  could  give  us  a  reasonable  excuse  for 
it,  we'd  be  satisfied.” 

“I  would  admit  the  truth,  if  I  thought  you  would  not 
give  me  away.” 

“To  whom?” 

"hQueenie  Tail.” 

“Speak  out.  We'll  keep  your  secret.” 

“Very  well,  then,”  said  Desmond,  in  sincere  tones.  “You 
already  know  that  Ned  and  I-  were  in  love  with  her,  and 
that  she  jilted  me  for  him.  When  I  heard  from  a  police¬ 
man  last  night  that  Ned  was  caught  robbing  the  bank  I 
figured  that  he  would  go  to  prison,  and  that  Queenie  would 
break  otf  her  engagement  with  a  convict.  That  left  the 
field  open  to  me.  In  order  to  win  her  esteem  and  make 
myself  solid  with  her,  I  made  up  a  plan.  Going  down  to 
Houston  street,  I  met  a  gang  of  roughs  in  the  saloon  where 
we  had  the  fuss.  1  did  not  know  they  were  the  same  thieves 
who  had  just  robbed  the  bank.  Their  leader  met  me  in  a 
dark  alley.  I  told  him  about  my  love  affair,  and  bribed 
him  to  attack  Queenie  and  abduct  her,  so  I  could  seemingly 
rescue  her  from  their  clutches.  That  would  make  her 
think  I  w^as  a  brave  fellow,  and  put  her  under  a  deep  obli¬ 
gation  to  me.  Then  I  went  to  the  theatre  and  got  her  under 
the  pretext  of  taking  her  downtown  to  the  station-house  to 
see  Ned  and  bail  him  out.  Well,  the  gang  seized  her  as  we 
had  ^arranged-  Unluckily,  though,  you  and  your  partner 
^appeared  on  the  scene,  and  spoiled  my  scheme.” 

Old  King  Brady  burst  out  laughing. 

“So!”  he  exclaimed.  “Was  that  all  there  was  to  it?” 

“That  was  all,”  averred  Desmond,  meekly. 

“But  didn’t  the  man  in  the  alley  give  you  a  package?” 

“He  did.  It  contained  a  brace  of  pistols  loaded  with 
blank  cartridges,  with  which  I  was  to  shoot  at  them  to 
rescue  the  girl.” 

“That  olves  the  seeming  mystery,”  laughed  Harry. 

“Well,”  said  Desmond,  in  anxious  tones,  “are  you  satis- 

fied  about  me?” 

“Entirely,  and  we  apologize  for  treating  you  so  badly,” 
•_ ; ( j  the  old  detective,  in  quiet  tones.  “The  game  was  so 
u,.jj  (. ■  rj{ that  it  deceived  us  into  the  belief  that  it  was 


all  real.  Of  course  it  wasn’t  exactly  the  right  thing  for  you 
to  deceive  the  girl  so,  but  then  they  say  ‘All  is  fair  in  love 
and  war,’  and  I  suppose  you  are  excusable  for  trying  to  win 
the  love  of  your  girl  by  such  a  method,  as  long  as  her  suitor 
was  out  of  the  way.  You’ll  have  to  make  yourself  solid 
again  with  the  girl  now,  I  suppose,  and  as  I  think  she  re,aPy 
cares  for  you,  I'd  be  frank  with  her,  explain  matters,  and  I 
think  she  will  forgive  you.” 

“I’ll  try  her,  anyway,”  said  Desmond,  hopefully. 

“  I  know  of  a  sure  way  in  which  you  can  get  back  into  her 
good  graces.” 

“And  how  is  that?”  eagerly  asked  the  cashier. 

“You  know  she  is  an  orphan,  don’t  you?” 

“I  really  don’t  know  anything  about  her  family  affairs.” 

“Well,  she  is.  When  her  parents  died  she  and  her 
brother  were  little  children.  They  were  put  in  an  orphan 
asylum.  Here  they  became  separated.  Each  one  was 
adopted  by  different  people.  Her  brother  took  the  name  of 
the  family  he  went  to  live  with.  He  grew  up  very  wild  and 
wicked.  When  he  was  a  man  he  became  a  noted  crook.  I 
don’t  know  what  his  name  is.  She  does.  Anyway,  she  told 
us  it  was  her  ambition  to  find  and  reform  him.  I  believe 
he  is  at  the  present  time  in  this  city,  associated  with  some 
of  the  worst  East  Side  crooks.  She  wants  somebody  to  help 
her  to  reach  him.  If  you  can  succeed  in  doing  this  you  will 
win  her  everlasting  gratitude,  and  it  will  be  sure  to  lead  to 
your  winning  her  heart  and  hand  in  the  end,  if  you  are 
successful.” 

“By  Jove,  I’ll  speak  to  her  about  it !” 

“Do  so,  by  all  means,  as  soon  as  possible,  and  I  am  sure 
she  will  forgive  what  you’ve  done  if  you  offer  to  help  her 
with  her  plans.” 

Desmond  was  delighted. 

He  thanked  Old  King  Brady  effusively. 

To  his  way  of  thinking,  a  very  easy  way  was  opened  to 
him  to  win  his  way  back  into  the  heart  of  the  girl  he  loved. 

He  did  not  suspect  Old  King  Brady’s  story  was  trumped 
up  so  the  girl  could  act  as  a  decoy  for  the  detectives  to 
round  up  and  arrest  his  friends,  the  East  Side  crooks. 

But  such  was  the  case. 

The  Bradys  had  carefully  planned  out  the  whole  scheme 
of  conciliating  Desmond,  and  telling  him  this  cunning 
story. 

The  villain  fell  right  into  the  trap. 

When  the  Bradys  saw  how  eagerly  he  bit  at  the  bait,  they 
could  scarcely  restrain  their  exultation. 

Desmond  took  his  departure  from  the  court-room,  and 
the  detectives  went  over  to  Queenie  and  Mrs.  Harris,  who 
sat  on  one  of  the  benches  talking. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Bradv,”  said  the  weeping  widow;  “do  you  be¬ 
lieve  my  boy  will  be  convicted  of  the  dreadful  charge  you 
have  brought  against  him?” 

“No!”  emphatically  answered  the  old  detective,  who  was 
deeply  touched  at  the  white-haired  mother’s  grief.  “We 
had  to  comply  with  all  the  formalities  of  the  law  .in  the 
case,  of  course.  But  Ned  will  soon  be  liberated  on  bail. 
And  by  the  time  he  is  tried,  we  hope  to  have  the  real  cul¬ 
prits  in  prison,  and  force  them  to  admit  that  they  made  a 
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dupe  of  him  exactly  as  he  said  the  tiling  occurred  in  the 
bank  last  night.” 

“  1  do  so  hope  you  will !”  she  exclaimed,  fervently.  “I’ll 
keep  up  my  hopes.” 

“You  must.  There  isn't  much  cause  for  alarm  about 
him  now.”  \ 

The  widow  departed  for  home  and  the  detectives  de¬ 
tained  Queenie. 

When  they  were  alone  with  her,  the  old  sleuth  said,  with 

a  smile: 

X  • 

“Desmond  has  fallen  square  into  our  trap.” 

“Good  enough!”  exclaimed  the  pretty  little  actress. 
“Then  I  can  expect  him  now  to  come  to  me  and  try  to 

make  up  ?” 

“Perhaps  this  very  night.” 

“I'll  be  ready  for  him,  Mr.  Brady.  I've  got  that  erring 
brother  story  down  pat,  and  you  can  just  bet  it  won’t  be 
long  before  I  have  Desmond  bringing  me  right  among  those 
crooks.  Then  it  will  be  very  queer  if  I  don't  decoy  them 
right  into  your  hands.” 

“Ned  Harris’  salvation  depends  upon  your  skill.” 

“I’m  an  actress,  you  know,”  she  replied,  archly,  “and  it 
will  be  very  odd  indeed  if  I  can't  deceive  those  ignorant 
crooks.  I’m  alive  to  the  danger  of  the  undertaking,  too,  but 
it  don’t  scare  me  a  little  bit.” 

“With  such  a  clever  ally  as  you,  we  are  bound  to  suc¬ 
ceed.” 

“Thanks  for  the  compliment.  I’ll  try  to  deserve  it,  sir.” 

And  quietly  chatting  over  their  prospective  plans,  the 
Bradys  and  the  jolly  little  actress  left  the  court-room. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  GIRL  AMONG  THE  CROOKS. 


dare  to  call  me  a  thief.  The  law  holds  me  innocent  until  1 
am  proven  guilty.  As  T  have  not  yet  been  tried  and  found 
guilty,  I  demand  that  you  give  me  the  benefit  of  the  doubt 
until  the  question  is  legally  settled.” 

“Well,”  growled  the  old  gentleman,  “we’ve  got  such  good 
evidence  of  your  guilt  that  we  don’t  want  you  here  any 

more.” 

* 

“In  justice  to  my  character,  you  should  reconsider  yon-i*'- 
determination.” 

“I  won’t  do  anything  of  the  kind.  We  are  convinced 
that  through  your  villainy  this  bank  has  lost  nearly  half  a  4 
million  dollars.” 

“And  if  I  am  proven  innocent?” 

“You  can’t  be  !”  . $ 

“Will  you  take  me  back  if  I'm  proven  innocent?”  per¬ 
sisted  Ned,  doggedly.  “I  want  a  thorough  vindication.” 

“Well,  if  you  can  prove  your  innocence  I  will  be  one  of 
the  first  here  to  take  you  back,  and  apologize  for  wronging 
you.” 

“Ell  hold  you  at  your  word,  Mr.  Clark.” 

“Very  well,  sir.  But  until  then,  kindly  refrain  from 
calling  here.” 

“Your  wishes  shall  be  respected,  sir.  Good-day. V  .fifr, - 

“Good-day,  Ned.”  < 

The  young  bookkeeper  turned  to  depart,  and  faced  Des¬ 
mond. 

i 

For  a  moment  the  keen,  burning  glance  of  Ned  glared  _ 
into  the  cashier’s  eyes,  and  Desmond  flushed  andv  dropped  ' 
his  gaze. 

The  next  moment  the  convicted  youth  proudly  strode  out 
into  Wall  street,  and  made  his  way  home  to  his  devoted 
mother.  *  E*  * 

In  the  meantime  the  Bradys  had  gone  down  to  Secret 
Service  headquarters  and  found  a  letter  there  awaiting  the 
old  detective.  He  opened  it,  and  read  the  following  lines  * 
aloud  to  Harry : 


On  the  following  day  Ned  Harris  was  released  from  cus¬ 
tody,  as  his  lawyer  had  secured  the  required  bail  for  his  ap¬ 
pearance  in  court  for  trial.  / 

He  proceeded  straight  to  the  bank  where  he  had  been 
employed,  and  followed  by  the  curious  glances  of  his  fellow 
clerks,  he  made  his  way  into  Mr.  Clark’s  private  office  at  the 
rear. 

Ralph  Desmond  was  talking  to  the  president  when  Ned 
strode  in,  and  he  gave  a  cry  of  surprise,  turned  deathly  pale 
and  sprang  to  his  feet. 

“What !”  he  cried,  in  astonishment.  “You — here — free!” 

“I  am  out  on  bail,”  replied  Ned,  quietly. 

“And  what  brings  you  here?”  harshly  asked  Mr.  Clark, 
with  a  frown. 

“I’ve  come  back  to  resume  my  work,  sir.” 

“What!”  roared  the  astonished  president.  “Are  you 
crazy?  Do  you  have  the  presumption  to  think  we  will  take 
you  back?  Why,  confound  your  impudence,  get  out  of  here 
right  away  !  We  don't  want  you.  You  are  discharged.  We 
don't  employ  thieves!” 

“Hold  on,  there,  sir!”  cried  Ned.  sternly.  “Don’t  vou 

V  4 


“Dear  Mr.  Brady:  Last  night  Ralph  Desmond  called 


at  the  theatre  for  me,  made  a  clean  breast  of  the  .trick  he 


played  on  me  in  Houston  street,  and  I  finally  put  him  on  a 
friendly  footing  again.  He  then  broached  the  subject  of 


helping  me  to  find  mv  long  lost,  erring  brother  among  the 
East  Side  crooks.  I  eagerly  accepted  his  services.  To-night 
at  eleven  o’clock,  after  the  show,  he  is  to 
theatre  and  take  me  off  on  a  hunt  for  my  brother.  Be  sure 
to  keep  us  shadowed,  so  I  won't  get  in  trouble. 

“Queenie  Vail.”  +\ 


The  detectives  looked  pleased. 

“She  has  lost  no  time  about  beginning  operations,”  - 
laughed  Harry.  “She’s  a  smart  and  plucky  girl.  1  think 
she  will  succeed.” 

“We  shall  watch  them  closely,  Harry,  for  fear 
of  danger.” 

“Then  we'd  better  disguise  ourselves.” 

“  By  all  means,  as  we  are  well  known  to  most  of  the 
criminals  in  the  city,”  assented  the  old  detective. 

“Did  vou  hear  that  Ned  is  out  on  bail?” 
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“Yes.  And  I  hope  he  won't  interfere  with  our  plans.” 
dust  then  the  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Clark  strode  in. 
Seeing  the  Bradys,  he  exclaimed: 

“You  are  just  the  ones  I  want.” 

“What  has  happened?”  queried  Old  King  Brady, 

curiously. 

“That  confounded  thief  Harris  is  out  of  jail.” 

\  'On  bail,  of  course.” 

'  “  I  suppose  so.  He  had  the  impudence  to  call  on  me  and 
ask  to  be  given  his  place  in  the  bank.  Did  you  ever  hear  of 
>ueh  audacity  ?” 

“  Perhaps  he  thir  ‘s  entitled  to  it.” 

“So  he  does,  jud  ^ny  what  he  said.  Our  cashier,  Mr. 
?  Desmond,  thinks  he" came  to  me  in  a  spirit  of  bravado,  and 
I  agree  with  his" view.” 

“ Desmond  is  his  enemy,  you  know.” 

“Very  true.  But  he  is  a  gentleman  and  Harris  isn’t.” 
“It  won't  do  for  them  to  come  together  now,  or  there 
will  be  trouble.  Harris  is  furious  over  his  arrest,  and  if 
Desmond  taunts  him  I'll  pity  him.” 

“Well,”  said  the  old  gentleman,  “I  thought  it  best  to 
let  you  know  that  Ned  is  at  large  again,  so  you  can  watch 
him.” 

Thank  you ;  we  shall  look  out  for  him. 

The  bank  president  nodded  and  departed. 

After  he  had  gone,  a  smile  stole  over  Old  King  Brady’s 

►  face. 

“Fussy  old  fellow!”  he  exclaimed.  “Convinced,  too, 
that  Ned  is  guilty,  and  that  Desmond  is  all  right.  I  think 
*  we  shall  turn  the  tables  ere  we  finish  this  case.” 

They  went  home  to  get  ready  for  their  night  work. 

When  they  were  properly  disguised,  Harry  looked  like  a 
tramp,  and  his  partner  was  made  up  to  look  like  a  shabby- 
genteel  individual  in  very  hard  luck. 

At  half  past  ten  they  rode  over  to  the  corner  of  Twelfth 
street  and  Fourth  avenue,  left  the  cab  there  to  wait  for 
them,  and  proceeded  toward  the  theatre. 

In  passing,  separately,  they  observed  Desmond  loiter¬ 
ing  near  the  theatre  entrance,  waiting  for  Queenie  to  come 
out. 

The  Bradys  kept  shady. 

Promptly  at  eleven  the  girl  appeared. 

They  saw  Desmond  meet  and  greet  her  effusively,  and  he 
j he  street  to  procure  a  carriage  in  which  to 
k  take  her  away. 

That  gave  Harry  ample  time  to  secure  his  cab  and  pick 

up  his  partner. 

Bv  the  time  they  were  ready  for  action,  the  cashier  got 
in  a  hack  with  their  girl  decoy,  and  was  driven  away  down 

4 

rto  Third  avenue. 

%  The  detectives’  carriage  pursued  them. 

Desmond’s  carriage  proceeded  straight  to  Sheriff  street, 
and  finally  drew  up  before  a  small  old-fashioned  brick 

I  bou-e. 

The  Bradys  abandoned  their  cab,  and  followed  them  on 

t  foot. 

ie  glanced  at  the  building  and  noted  the  number. 


[  tAkM. 


“Is  this  the  place?”  she  asked  Desmond. 

“Yes.  It's  a  great  resort  for  the  East  Side  crooks,”  he 
replied. 

“How  do  you  know?”  she  asked,  pointedly. 

“Why,”  stammered  Desmond,  “I — that  is,  you  see,  some 
time  ago  I  was  with  a  slumming  party  under  the  guidance 
of  a  detective.  This  was  one  of  the  celebrated  places  he 
showed  us.” 

“Oh,  I  see,”  quietly  said  Queenie,  but  there  was  a  queer 
expression  in  her  eyes  as  she  met  his  uneasy  glance. 

“You  needn't  be  afraid  to  go  in,”  said  the  cashier. 
“There  isn’t  the  slightest  danger,  I  assure  you.  I  will  pro¬ 
tect  you.” 

“I’d  risk  anything  to  find  my  poor  brother,  and  try  to  re¬ 
deem  him,”  said  the  girl.  “Do  you  know  any  of  the  crooks 
inside?” 

“Well,  I've  got  a  slight  acquaintance  with  them  from 
having  called  here  before,”  replied  Desmond,  hesitatingly. 

“Lead  the  way  in.  I'll  follow  you.” 

He  ascended  the  stoop  and  pushed  open  the  door. 

They  passed  into  a  dark,  uncarpeted  hall,  and  some  one 
exclaimed  gruffly : 

“Who’s  that?” 

“Desmond,”  replied  the  cashier. 

“Alone  ?” 

■'V 

“No.  I’ve  got  a  lady  with  me.” 

“That’s  all  right.  Pass  in.” 

Clutching  Queenie’s  arm,  Desmond  passed  down  the  hall, 
and  whispered:  “You  are  trembling.  Don’t  be  alarmed. 
He  was  the  doorkeeper.” 

“I’m  only  a  little  nervous,”  said  the  girl.  “I’ll  be  all 
right  in  a  moment.” 

Sounds  of  revelry  now  reached  their  ears,  coming  from 
the  parlors,  and  when  Desmond  pushed  open  a  door,  they 
observed  a  strange  scene. 

The  rooms  were  filled  with  men,  some  rough  and  ugly- 
looking,  and  others  dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion. 

Many  sat  about  the  tables,  some  were  lined  up  at  a  bar, 
and  a  few  were  restlessly  walking  about,  or  gathered  in 
groups. 

A  blind  pianist  was  playing,  the  air  was  dense  with 
smoke,  and  nearly  every  one  of  the  crooks  was  drinking, 
talking,  laughing  or  singing. 

JEverv  one  there  was  an  outlaw  of  some  kind  or  other. 

V 

The}'  glanced  curiously  at  the  girl,  but  made  no  comment 
unless  it  were  to  nod  and  speak  familiarly  to  her  escort. 

Queenie  noticed  this. 

It  was  plain  that  nearly  every  one  there  knew  him  well, 
despite  his  assertion  that  he  was  only  slightly  acquainted 
with  them. 

“He  is  leading  a  double  life,”  thought  the  girl.  “By  day 
he  poses  as  a  good  and  honest  bank  clerk.  By  night  he 
must  secretly  associate  with  these  vagabonds.  They  all 
seem  familiar  with  him.  Honest  men  don’t  stand  on  such 
familiar  footing  with  these  kind  of  people.  I  believe  this 
man  belongs  to  the  gang  who  hang  out  in  this  place.  More¬ 
over,  he  may  have  been  at  the  bottom  of  the  robbery  for 
which  Ned  was  condemned.  I’ll  soon  see.” 
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u  How  in  blazes  did  yez  git  in  dis  joint  wit  out  a  intefB 
duct  ion,  den  ?”  growled  Hood,  a  suspicious  glare  phootiJB 


They  passed  through  the  resort. 

Queenie  eyed  all  the  habitues  of  the  place,  pretending  to 
be  looking  for  her  alleged  brother. 

Just  then  the  Bradys  entered  the  dive. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

PLUNGED  IN  A  SHAFT. 

“Harry,”  whispered  Old  King  Bradv  a  few  minutes 
later,  “Desmond  is  going  out  that  side  door  with  the  girl. 
Run  out  in  the  hall.” 

“The  door  may  not  lead  into  the  hall,”  replied  the  boy. 

“It  must!”  insisted  the  old  detective. 

The  boy  said  no  more,  but  glided  from  the  room. 

Old  King  Brady  was  seated  at  a  table,  ostensibly  reading 
an  evening  paper  he  had  taken  from  his  pocket. 

In  reality  he  was  peering  around  at  the  crooks. 

Many  were  there  with  whom  he  was  quite  familiar,  and 
among  them  he  recognized  some  of  the  gang  who  had  before 
been  trying  to  abduct  Queenie  Vail,  and  he  muttered: 

“Jim  Flood,  the  bank  burglar;  Dutch  Charley,  the  sec¬ 
ond-story  thief ;  Kid  McNulty,  the  pickpocket ;  Gentleman 
Joe,  the  forger  ;  Red  Bings,  the  till  tapper,  and  Plug  Mul- 
doon,  the  confidence  man.  A  nice  crowd.” 

Harry  returned  and  sauntered  over  to  his  side. 

“You  made  a  mistake,”  he  muttered. 

“Don’t  that  door  lead  into  the  hall?”  asked  the  detec¬ 
tive  in  surprise. 

“No,  there’s  no  opening  there  in  the  wall.” 

“You  wait  here,  and  I’ll  see  where  it  goes.” 

He  arose,  and  quietly  made  his  way  across  the  room,  in 
Jhe  meantime  keeping  his  glance  fixed  on  the  crooks. 

One  of  them  was  covertly  watching  him,  but  Old  King 
Brady  did  not  notice  the  fact,  so  well  was  it  concealed. 

Reaching  the  door,  he  seized  the  knob  and  turned  it. 

The  door  did  not  yield. 

“It’s  locked  !”  he  thought,  in  dismay. 

He  put  his  hip  against  it  and  was  pushing  hard  to  force 
it  when  a  heavy  hand  fell  on  his  arm,  and  turning  around 
he  observed  the  crook  who  had  been  watching  him. 

It  was  Jim  Flood. 

He  was  supposed  to  be  the  owner  of  this  disreputable  re¬ 
sort,  and  there  was  an  ugly  look  on  his  heavy,  square-jawed 
face  as  he  growled : 

“Say,  wot  are  yer  doin’  wit’  dat  door?” 

“Trying  to  open  it,”  promptly  answered  the  officer,  dis¬ 
guising  his  tones. 

“Well,  yer  can't — see  !  No  blokes  is  ’lowed  in  dere.” 

“I  saw  a  man  and  woman  just  pass  through.” 

“Dem  is  got  de  privilege,  dem  is;  you  ain’t.” 

“Are  you  the  boss  here?” 

“Certain’y  I  am.  Yer  mils’  he  a  stranger  if  yer  don’t 
know  dat.” 

So  I  am.  Me  an’  my  pal  jest  came  from  Boston. 


from  his  solitary  eye. 

Old  King  Brady  chuckled. 

He  was  not  to  be  trapped  so  easily. 

“Spike  Kelly  brought  us  in,”  said  he.  “  He  went  out  and 
left  us  here.  He  is  comin  back  pretty  soon,  ter  >iave 

game  of  cards.”  - 

“I’ll  ax  der  doorkeeper  about  dat !”  growled  the  burgl^P 

“He’ll  back  up  what  I  said,”  the  detective  replied,  coolly, 
although  he  felt  very  uneasy  over  Flood’s  threat,  as  he  knew 
very  well  that  the  doorkeeper  -would  deny  his  assertion. 

The  burglar  was  not  to  be  bluffed. 

He  reflected  a  moment,  and  asked : 

“Wot  wuz  yer  tryin’  ter  go  troo  dis  door  fer,  anyway  ?” 

“I  thought  there  was  a  card  room  on  the  other  side,” 
answered  the  old  detective,  unhesitatingly. 

“  Jes’  wait  here.  I’m  goin*  ter  find  out  more  about  youse 
guys,”  said  Flood,  in  threatening  tones,  for  his  suspicions 
of  the  detectives  were  now  fuily  aroused. 

He  strode  away,  and  left  the  room. 

Old  King  Brady  now  knew  that  exposure  was  only  a 
question  of  a  few  minutes,  and  he  beckoned  to  Harry. 

The  boy  joined  him  instantly,  a  troubled  expression  ma 
his  face. 

“What’s  the  row?”  he  asked  quickly. 

“Flood  is  suspicious  of  us.  In  a  few  moments  he  will 
have  us  trapped.  We’ve  got  to  make  a  sudden  break,  .  i 
face  the  whole  gang  here.” 

“There’s  enough  men  to  wipe  up  the  floor  with  us  in 
here.” 

“Yes.  The  odds  are  too  great.  We  must  skip.” 

“Out  the  way  we  entered?” 

“No,  for  Flood  is  in  the  hall.” 

“How  then?”  |9 

“Burst  open  this  door.” 

.  Just  then  they  saw  Flood  and  the  doorkeeper  enter  from 
the  hall. 

Both  looked  angry  and  excited,  and  Old  King  Brady 
muttered : 

“There’s  going  to  be  trouble  now,  Harry.” 

“Smash  the  door !”  the  boy  replied,  quietly. 

They  rushed  at  the  door  through  which  Desmond  and  the 
girl  had  passed,  and  struck  it  violently  with  their  shoulders. 

A  heavy  crash  followed,  and  the  lock  was  b^em'~^’>^ 

All  the  surprised  crooks  sprang  to  their  feet,  and  Flood 
yelled : 

“Stop ’em!  Stop ’em,  boys !”  -‘t 

As  the  door  went  down  a  dark  opening  was  revealed. 

“Leads  into  the  next  house,  don’t  it?”  asked  Harry. 

“No.  By  Jove — it’s  a  closet,  I  think!” 

Through  the  opening  they  plunged. 

Here  they  found  themselves  in  a  sort  of  large  closet. 

1  heii  feet  had  scarcely  touched  the  floor  inside  when  a 

trap-door  suddenly  went  down  and  they  were  plunged  into 
a  dark  shaft. 

Startled  cries  escaped  them. 

Down  they  shot  through  space. 
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A  sensation  of  horror  passed  through  them,  for  they  ex¬ 
pected  that  appalling  plunge  to  end  in  certain  death. 

lor  a  moment  the  suspense  was  awful. 

Every  event  of  their  lives  seemed  to  flash  like  lightning 
through  their  minds,  and  a  feeling  of  utter  despair  froze 
their  blood. 

Down,  down,  down  they  plunged. 

The  distance  seemed  interminable. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  feeling  as  if  they  were  striking  ob¬ 
structions  that  made  their  bodies  bound  from  side  to  side. 

Then  there  came  a  splash. 

Water  flew  up  in  all  directions. 

They  sank  in  the  liquid,  dense  gloom  around  them. 

Neither  one  lost  his  senses,  but  the  shock  of  plunging  into 
the  cold  water  sent  a  chill  through  their  frames. 

The  water  was  ten  feet  deep. 

Up  to  the  top  they  rebounded. 

Harry  could  swim,  but  Old  King  Brady  could  not. 

They  were  fortunate  in  being  very  cool  and  level-headed, 
for  the  boy  grasped  his  partner  and  shouted  : 

“Don’t  struggle !” 
i  “Are  you  safe?” 

“  Yjes>  I'll  hold  you  up.” 

.“Be  careful,  Hany.” 

The  boy  swam  with  one  hand  and  grasped  his  partner 
with  the  other. 

In  this  manner  they  kept  afloat. 

It  only  took  a  few  moments  for  them  to  recover  their 
breath,  and  when  they  were  more  fully  composed,  the  boy 
exclaimed : 

“The  water  is  over  our  heads.  We  can’t  stand  in  it.” 
f  “We  must  be  at  the  bottom  of  a  well.” 

“Just  my  own  opinion.” 

“What  fools  to  walk  right  into  that  trap !” 

“Don’t  grumble.  Old  King  Brady.  How  were  we  to 
know?”  .  . 

“Desmond  and  the  girl  can’t  be  drowned  down  here.” 

“No.  They  must  be  elsewhere.  The  trap  was  left  set  be¬ 
hind  them  to  prevent  pursuit,  of  course.  There  must  be 
another  exit  from  the  closet  besides  the  one  by  means  of 
which  we  got  down  here.” 

“Harry,  we  are  in  great  peril.  The  moment  your  strength 
gives  out  we  are  bound  to  sink  and  drown,”  said  the  old 
MjL  -  dpiecMve. 

“P^haps.  I  ain’t  despairing  yet,  though.” 

“I  wish  we  could  see  where  we  are.” 

“This  gloom  is  horrible.” 

“  I  believe  my  match  box  is  waterproof.  If  I.  could  get 

it  out.” 

P  “Just  hold  yourself  up  by  resting  one  hand  on  my  head, 
and  try  to  get  a  light.  You  might  strike  a  match  on  the 
wall  if  the  brimstone  ain’t  wet.” 

“I’ll  try.” 

,  It  was  no  easy  matter  to  get  the  box  from  his  pocket  and 

open  it,  and  take  out  a  match  without  wetting  it. 

The  old  detective  finally  succeeded  in  doing  so,  however, 
t) <\  Harry  swam  to  the  side  of  the  shaft  so  his  partner  could 

light  the  l  ucifer. 


Old  King  Brady  felt  of  the  bricks  carefully  and  found 
a  dry  spot. 

Here  he  lit  the  match. 

As  the  flame  arose  they  glanced  around. 

They  were  in  a  shaft  ten  feet  square,  having  brick  walls. 

The  bottom  in  which  they  floated  was  filled  with  water, 
and  inky  gloom  prevailed  a  short  distance  above  their  heads. 

It  prevented  them  from  seeing  how  far  they  came  down, 
but  the  tiny  flame  showed  them  a  wooden  beam  a  few  feet 
above  their  heads. 

It  was  a  spreader,  mortised  in  the  brick  work  on  each 
side  to  hold  the  walls  apart  and  prevent  them  from  col¬ 
lapsing. 

It  was  doubtless  this  and. other  beams  above  it  that  they 
struck  in  their  descent  before  they  plunged  into  the  water 

The  lowest  beam  was  high  above  their  reach, 

As  the  match  went  out  and  gloom  settled  down  again,  the 
Bradys  felt  a  sense  of  relief  over  the  knowledge  acquired  of 
where  they  were.  It  dispelled  their  feelings  of  uncertainty. 

^  \ 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  STRUGGLE  FOR  LIBERTY. 

“Don’t  light  any  more  matches,  Old  King  Brady  !”  whis¬ 
pered  Harry. 

“Why?  I’ve  got  plenty,  and - ” 

“Look  up.  The  crooks  are  peering  down  here.” 

The  old  detective  glanced  upward,  and  saw  a  dim  light 
shining  in  a  square  opening  above  their  heads. 

Framed  in  this  aperture  were  several  faces,  and  an  oil 
lamp,  the  rays  of  which  did  not  descend  far  into  the  gloomy 
well. 

They  were  trying  to  see  what  had  become  of  the  de¬ 
tectives. 

The  glow  above  gave  the  Bradys  a  fair  estimate  of  the 
distance  they  had  fallen,  and  they  figured  that  it  must  have 
been  thirty  feet.  • 

At  intervals  all  the  way  up  they  saw  cross  beams  support¬ 
ing  the  side  walls,  and  they  wondered  that  they  were  not 
killed  in  striking  them. 

Both  kept  very  quiet. 

Listening,  they  heard  Flood  say,  gruffly : 

“Ther  blamed  ijuts  must  be  dead.” 

“It’s  their  owm  fault,”  added  one  of  the  others. 

“O’  course  it  is.  Nobuddy  tole  ’em  ter  bust  inter  ther 
closet.” 

“Who  in  thunder  were  they,  Jim?” 

“Blast  me  if  I  knows.” 

“Can’t  you  let  down  the  light  with  a  rope?” 

“Ain’t  got  no  rope,”  replied  the  cracksman.  “Besides 
dat,  if  dey  wuz  alive,  we’d  hear  ’em.  Dere  ain’t  no  sound. 
Dey  must  be  stiffs  be  dis  time.  You’se  fellers  better  keep 
yer  traps  closed  ’bout  dis  affair  if  yer  don’t  wanter  git 
pinched — see  ?” 

“We  ain’t  saying  a  word.” 
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They  discussed  the  matter,  a  few  minutes  longer,  and 
finally  closed  the  trap-door  through  which  the  Bradys  had 

fallen. 

Harry  smiled,  and  muttered : 

“They  think  we  are  dead.” 

“  May  as  well  be,”  growled  Old  King  Brady. 

“While  there’s  life,  there’s  Hope,  as  the  doctors  say.” 

“I  don’t  see  much  encouragement  here,  Harry.” 

“Well,  I  do.  I’ve  found  a  spike  in  the  wall,  and  I'm 
clinging  to  it.” 

“Good  enough!  But  that  ain’t  going  to  get  us  out  of 
here.” 

“It  may  lead  to  it.” 

“How?”  ' 

“As  I’ve  got  a  support  now,  you  can  climb  upon  my 
shoulders,  and  get  hold  of  the  beam  overhead.  We’ll  be 
safer  there.” 

“Ah!  You  encourage  me.” 

The  experiment  was  tried,  and  Old  King  Brady  reached 
the  beam.  Harry  climbed  up  his  legs,  and  they  both  got 
astride  of  the  support. 

It  renewed  their  courage  materially. 

“From  here  we  may  get  up  higher,”  said  the  boy. 

“I’ll  see  if  I  can  reach  the  one  above.” 

Old  King  Brady  stood  up,  and,  as  the  brace  was  only  five 
feet  from  the  lower  one,  they  easily  swung  themselves  upon 
it.  5  % 

When  they  had  gone  two  beams  higher,  Harry  said : 

“Light  another  match.” 

“Any  one  looking?”  queried  his  partner,  glancing  up 

cautiously. 

“No.  They  won’t  trouble  us  again,  I’m  sure.” 

Old  King  Brady  withdrew  Ms  match  box  and  struck  a 
liffht. 

Scarcely  had  he  done  so  when  he  exclaimed  excitedly: 

“There’s  a  door  in  the  wall!” 

“Can  we  open  it?”  demanded  the  boy,  eagerly. 

“Yes,”  said  his  partner,  after  pushing  it  back. 

“Go  through,  and  see  where  it  leads  us.” 

The  door  was  snfall,  and  was  placed  almost  on  a  line  with 
the  spot  where  they  then  stood. 

Passing  through,  they  lit  another  match,  and  succeeded 
in  lighting  Harry’s  dark  lantern,  which  was  not  injured 
by  their  fall. 

The  boy  flashed  the  rays  around. 

“It’s  a  cellar  under  the  house,”  he  commented. 

“We  are  in  luck.  Let’s  explore  the  place  to  find  an  exit.” 

As  they  walked  around,  they  found  it  to  be  a  small  place, 
littered  with  rubbish,  with  a  flight  of  stairs  at  one  side  lead¬ 
ing  up  to  the  floor  from  which  they  had  fallen  down  the 
shaft. 

“Can’t  go  up  that  way,”  said  the  boy.  “The  moment  we 
emerge  in  the  hall  above,  we’d  have  all  the  crooks  in  the 
place  after  us.” 

“Isn’t  there  a  coal  chute  leading  to  the  street?” 

“Yes,  but  it’s  too  small  for  us  to  get  through.” 

“Try  the  rear  of  the  cellar.” 

They  made  their  way  through  the  rubbish,  and  found  a 
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light  shaft  in  the  yard,  covered  by  a  rusty  iron  grating. 

“  Might  get  out  this  way,”  said  Harry,  pointing  up  at  the 
opening. 

“How  are  we  to  get  up  to  it  ?  It’s  out  of  reach.” 

The  boy  pondered  a  few  moments. 

Finally  a  plan  dawned  upon  his  mind,  and  he  said : 

“There  are  some  boards  over  there.  We  can  slant  them 
against  the  wall,  crawl  up  on  them,  push  up  the  grating. 
and  get  out.” 

“Hold  your  light  so  I  can  see  to  get  them.” 

This  plan  was  carried  out  successfully. 

Several  boards  were  laid  on  top  of  each  other  against  the 
wall  in  the  niche,  and  they  climbed  up  and  raised  the 
grating. 

Within  a  few  moments  they  were  in  the  little  yard. 

All  the  rear  windows  of  the  house  were  closed. 

There  was  a  big  tenement  house  in  the  rear  street,  and 
they  climbed  over  the  back  fence,  passed  through  the  other 
house,  and,  reaching  the  street,  they  proceeded  over  to  the 
Bowery. 

Both  were  drenched,  and  their  disguises  were  spoiled. 

For  a  few  moments  they  were  undecided  what  to  do  next, 
and  they  paused,  and  Harry  asked :  w  /Sefl 

“  Are  we  going  to  leave  Queenie  Vail  to  her  fate  ?” 

“No.  We  must  not  desert  her.  She  may  be  in  trouble,” 
replied  Old  King  Brady.  “But  I’m  puzzled  to  know  where 
Desmond  took  her.” 

“He  loves  the  girl  so  much  he  won’t  allow  any  harm  to 
befall  her.”  ..  fj 

“That’s  my  only  consolation,”  said  the  old  sleuth. 

“After  all,  I  fear  her  trip  will  be  useless.  What  good 
can  she  do  ?  The  crooks  ain’t  going  to  give  themselves  away 
to  her,  if  they  robbed  the  bank.  Nor  will  they  tell  her  if 
Desmond  is  in  league  with  them.” 

“She’s  a  pretty  clever  girl,  Harry,  and  may  succeed 
much  better  than  we  expect.  A  woman  is  usually  very 
shrewd  about  such  things.” 

“Well,  I  hope  she  will  Succeed,  but  I  have  my  doubts 
about  it.”  | 

Just  then  a  cab  went  dashing  by.  '  <• 

As  the  light  of  a  street  lamp  flashed  in  the  window,  and 
Harry  saw  the  occupants,  he  rushed  after  it  crying: 

“Come  on !” 

“What  ails  you?"  gasped  Old  King  Brady,  dashing, ail  — 
him. 


“Desmond  and  the  girl  are  in  that  cab!” 
“Thunder!” 


They  sped  along  and  traced  the  vehicle  uptown. 

It  finally  paused  near  the  Union  Square  Hotel,  and 
Queenie  alighted  with  Desmond,  spoke  to  him  a  few  mo¬ 
ments,  and  shook  hands  with  him. 

The  girl  entered  the  hotel  and  the  cashier  entered  the  cab 
and  was  driven  away. 

As  soon  as  he  was  gone  the  detectives  followed  the  cirl. 

rI  hey  looked  so  forlorn  and  disreputable  that  a  porter 
stopped  them. 

“No  tramps  wanted  here!”  he  exclaimed. 

“We  ain't  tramps,”  protested  Harry. 
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**  \  ou  look  like  'em.  What  do  you  want?” 

“We  wish  to  see  Miss  Vail.” 

“1  guess  not.  You’ve  made  some  error - ” 

“Now,  see  here,”  said  Harry,  getting  angry  ;  “it’s  all 
very  well  for  you  to  do  your  duty,  my  good  fellow,  but  you 
are  exceeding  it.  We  are  a  couple  of  Secret  Service  men, 
and  here  are  our  badges.  You  get  out  of  my  way,  now,  or 
11  knock  your  head  olf.  We  intend  to  send  our  cards  to 
Miss  Vail,  as  we  must  see  her  on  important  business,  and 
we  won’t  take  any  more  nonsense  from  you.  Do  you  hear?” 

The  porter  retreated,  apologizing. 

'After  some  difficulty  with  the  clerk  they  sent  their  cards 

up. 

Queenie  came  down  immediately,  and  when  she  saw  them 
she  burst  out  laughing,  shook  hands  with  them,  and  said ; 

“Well,  you  are  the  two  worst-looking  specimens  I  ever 
saw.  But  I'm  glad  you’ve  called,  as  I’ve  got  some  import¬ 
ant  news  for  you.” 

“We  might  speak  privately,”  suggested  Harry. 

*  Yes.  Come  over  here  at  the  end  of  the  lobby.” 

When  they  were  alone,  the  detectives  explained  what  had 
befallen  them,  and  in  conclusion  Harry  said  to  her : 
.^.fi^hat  became  of  you  when  you  entered  that  closet  with 
Desmond  ?” 

“He  opened  a  secret  door  in  the  wall,  we  passed  down  a 
staircase  between  the  walls,  into  an  alley,  and  passed  out 
into  the  street,”  the  girl  replied.  “Then  we  went  to  another 
dive,  and  started  for  home.” 

“What  important  news  have  you  for  us?” 

“Well,  I  watched  Desmond  keenly.  It’s  evident  that  he 
is  intimate  with  all  those  crooks.  And  I’m  sure  now  that 
he  put  up  that  job  to  rob  the  bank.  I’m  to  meet  him  again 
to-morrow  night.” 

“Where,  and  for  what  purpose?”  \ 

“In  the  parlor  of  this  hotel,  for  the  purpose  of  playing 
upon  his  feelings  to  draw  him  out.  I  want  to  find  out  def¬ 
initely  if  he  isn’t  in  league  with  those  crooks.  And  you 
must  hear  what  he  says.” 

“We’ll  be  on  hand,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “and  we 
must  be  hidden  where  we  can  overhear  all  you  say  without 
being  seen  ourselves.  Can  you  arrange  it  so?” 

“Yes.  Call  here  at  six  o’clock,  and  we  will  arrange  it.” 

The  Bradvs  then  left  her  and  went  home. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

FIXING  A  SNARE. 

While  the  Bradys  were  at  headquarters  on  the  following 
morning  the  doorkeeper  came  in  and  said  to  the  old  de¬ 
tective  : 

“There’s  a  young  fellow  outside  who  wants  to  see  you, 

Mr.  Brady.” 

“Indeed !  Who  is  he,  and  what  does  he  want?” 

“Sa-:s  hi-  name  is  Ned  Harris,  and  that  his  business  ib 

private.” 


“Show  him  in.” 

The  man  withdrew. 

A  few  moments  afterward  Ned  entered. 

Observing  the  old  detective,  he  approached,  and  said  in 
gloomy  tones ; 

“I’ve  called  to  see  if  I'm  to  get  any  justice  or  not.” 

“How  do  you  mean,  Ned?”  asked  the  old  detective, 
kindly. 

“Well,  you  know  very  well  that  T  claim  to  be  innocent  of 
the  charge  of  robbery  for  which  I  was  arrested.  I  still  stick 
to  it,  and  I  want  to  know  if  this  department  is  taking  any 
steps  to  prove  my  claim.” 

“It  is,”  promptly  answered  the  old  detective. 

“Ah!  I’m  glad  to  hear  that.  I  was  under  the  impres¬ 
sion  lately  that  as  long  as  I  was  suspected  nothing  was  be¬ 
ing  done  to  prove  that  I  was  innocent.  I  want  to  be  vin¬ 
dicated.  The  only  way  to  do  it  is  to  discover  the  real 
thieves.  Have  you  done  so  ?” 

“We  are  working  on  the  case  now.” 

“And  with  what  result?” 

“Nothing  tangible  has  been  discovered  yet.” 

“That’s  too  bad!  Is  it  so  hard  to  find  those  burglars?” 

“We  suspect*  certain  parties,*  but  haven’t  proven  their 
guilt  yet.” 

“Who  are  they?” 

“I  decline  to  tell  you.” 

“Don’t  you  think  I  ought  to  know?” 

“No.  You  might  get  mad,  go  hunting  for  them  yourself, 
and  spoil  our  plans  to  get  evidence  enough  against  the  sus¬ 
pects  to  convict  them.” 

A  grim  smile  crossed  Ned’s  face. 

He  saw  the  force  of  the  detective’s  reasoning. 

Turning  the  matter  over  in  his  mind  a  moment,  he  said : 

“It’s  a  fact.  I’m  so  furious  at  the  guilty  parties  that  I 
might  do  something  rash  and  spoil  your  designs,  Old  King 
Brady.” 

“Leave  the  business  of  running  down  the  guilty  ones  to 
us*” 

“Will  you  explain  why  you  arrested  me  and  did  every¬ 
thing  you  could  to  convict  me,  when  you  thought  I  was 
innocent?” 

“Certainly.  It  was  done  for  effect.” 

“Effect?” 

“To  make  the  guilty  parties  imagine  we  were  sure  you 
committed  the  crime.  It  would  tend  to  throw  them  off  their 
guard  in  their  fancied  security.  They  might  then  betray 
themselves  to  us.” 

“A  deep  game.” 

“Yes,  and  a  desperate  one.” 

“How  have  you  progressed  so  far?” 

“Famously.” 

“Good  !  That  relieves  my  mind.” 

“We  never  thought  you  were  guilty.” 

“Indeed?” 

“No.  But  the  evidence  being  dead  against  you  left  us 
no  alternative  but  to  arrest  you.  Meantime  we’ve  been 
hunting  for  the  parties  whom  we  suspect  of  having  com- 
1  mitted  the  robbery.” 
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“It's  some  satisfaction  to  know  you  doubt  my  guilt.” 
“If  we  can  clear  you  we  shall.” 

“Can  I  be  of  any  service  to  you,  Mr.  Brady?” 
“Yes.” 


“IIow?” 

“By  keeping  away  from  Queenie  Vail. 

“Why  should  I?” 

“She  is  now  aiding  us,  and  you  would  seriously  interfere 

with  her.” 

“ Oh,  I  see.  It's  a  hardship,  but  I’ll  try  to  do  your 
bidding.” 

“That  will  be  the  best  way  to  help  yourself.” 

Ned  felt  relieved,  and  he  exclaimed  gratefully: 

“Bless  Queenie’s  heart !  The  dear  girl  is  true  to  me  in¬ 
deed.  I  am  longing  for  the  time  to  come  when  I  can  thank 
her  for  her  kindness.” 

“She  is  quietly  giving  you  evidence  of  her  love  and  devo¬ 
tion,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “That  girl  is  a  treasure, 

Ned.” 

“You  bet  she  is!”  he  replied  enthusiastically.  “She’s 
true  blue.” 

“Now,  you  keep  perfectly  quiet  for  a  while,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  in  warning  fones,  “and  we  shall  clear  your 
name  and  put  you  in  a  position  to  marry  the  girl  you  love.” 

“I  thank  you  heartily,”  said  Ned,  who  was  deeply 

touched. 

He  shook  hands  with  them  and  departed  smilingly. 

When  he  reached  the  street  he  muttered: 

“Queenie  is  a  fine,  smart  girl.  I  must  seg  bo  r  for  just 
a.  moment  to-night  to  let  her  know  how  much  1  appreciate 
all  she  is  trying  to  do  for  me.  I  needn’t  let  any  one  know 
I've  seen  her.  Every  night  at  eleven,  after  the  show,  she 
has  a  habit  of  going  into  the  parlor  of  the  hotel  where  she 
puts  up,  and  there  glances  over  the  evening  papers  before 
retiring.  I’ll  be  there  ahead  of  her  to-night,  and  hide  be¬ 
hind  the  big  Japanese  screen.  When  the  guests  leave  the 
parlor  I’ll  call  her  behind  the  screen,  and  we’ll  have  a  few 
moments'  private  conversation  there  unseen  and  unheard  by 
anybody.  I'll  take  her  by  surprise.  It  will  be  a  jolly  thing 
for  her  to  see  me  appear  unexpectedly.” 

Delighted  with  his  innocent  little  plan,  Ned  went  home 
feeling  very  much  elated. 

He  did  not  suspect  how  much  trouble  and  misery  that 
meeting  was  going  to  bring  down  on  his  head. 

When  evening  came  the  Bradys  proceeded  to  Queenie’s 
hotel  and  met  her  at  the  door. 

“Glad  you've  come,  gentlemen,”  said  she,  smilingly. 
“I'm  wild  to  have  our  plot  all  arranged  to  trap  Ralph  Des¬ 
mond  into  a  confession  that  lie  was  implicated  in  the  bank 
robbery.” 

“Outline  your  plan,”  suggested  Harry. 

“Well,”  said  the  actress.  “I'm  going  to  decoy  Desmond 
into  the  parlor  at  eleven  to-night,  and  play  strongly  upon 
his  affections.  !'m  an  actress,  you  know,  and  can  simulate 
a  passion  for  him  that  will  deceive  him  into  the  belief  that 
I'm  very  much  in  love  with  him.  When  I  get  him  worked 
up  to  the  proper  pileh  of  excitement  I'll  begin  to  draw  him 
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out.  Hoping  to  please  me,  he  is  apt  to  let  me  lead  him  right 
into  a  trap.” 

“Good  for  you  !”  > 

“While  this  is  going  on  you  must  be  concealed  in  the 
room  adjoining  the  parlor  and  witness  all  that  is  said  and 
done.” 

“By  all  means.” 

“  Once  1  wring  a  confession  of  guilt  from  his  lips,  and  he  .K, 
can’t  retract  what  he  says,  I'll  leave  him.  You  pounce  on 
him,  and  I’ll  tell  him  I  was  only  bluffing.” 

Quite  dramatic,”  laughed  Young  King  Brady. 

How  do  you  approve  of  the  plan  ?” 

“It’s  fine.  Couldn't  be  beat.  Can  you  play  your  cards 
right?”  i  *c  \ 

“Certainly.  Just  wait  till  you  see  how  I  pull  the  wool 
over  his  eyes.  His  weakest  point  is  conceit.  I’ll  play  on 
that  point  for  all  I  know  how.  You  can  do  the  rest.” 

“Your  idea  is  splendid,  if  you  can  carry  out  the  decep¬ 
tion.” 

“Wait  and  you’ll  see,’’  she  replied,  quietly.  “I’m  in  this 
game  to  vindicate  an  innocent  man — the  man  I  love — and 
you  may  infer  from  that  that  I  will  exert  myself  with  all 
my  skill  and  every  artifice  to  get  the  best  of  that  viper.”, 

She  then  departed  for  the  theatre. 

The  Bradys  were  left  alone. 

“What  do  you  think  of  her  for  a  schemer?”  laughed 
Harry. 

“Clever  girl.  Fine  decoy.  Actuated  by  love  she  will  get 
the  best  of  Desmond  if  there's  a  wav  to  do  so.” 

“She'S  bound  to  exonerate  Ned.” 

“That's  because  she  loves  him.” 

“Let’s  look  over  the  ground  now.” 

They  proceeded  to  the  parlor,  and  found  a  huge  Japa¬ 
nese  screen  at  the  door,  and  the  room  was  vacant. 

Examining  the  adjoining  room  in  which  they  were  to 
lurk,  they  found  it  well  adapted  to  their  needs. 

“From  here,”  said  Harry,  “we  can  overhear  every  word 
that  is  uttered  by  the  pair,  if  they  remain  in  here.” 

“Disguises  will  be  useless,  won’t  they?” 

“By  all  means.” 

They  hung  around  the  lobby. 

Before  eleven  they  went  up  into  the  room  where  they 
were  to  hide  and  made  themselves  as  comfortable  as  pos¬ 
sible. 

A  few  minutes  afterward  Queenie  and  her  duj>e  entered, 
and  the  girl  sank  into  a  chair  near  the  detectives'  hiding- 
place. 

This  had  scarcely  been  done  when  the  figure  of  Ned 
Harris  might  have  been  seen  approaching. 

He  had  a  quick,  nervous  temperament. 

Ignorant  of  the  fact  that  Queenie  had  come  in  with  his 
bated  rival,  the  young  bank  clerk  silently  remained  hidden 
where  be  could  see  Desmond  enter. 

None  of  them  had  long  to  wait. 

The  parlor  was  quite  deserted  when,  the  girl  came  in 
with  Ned's  evil  genius. 

The  amazement  of  Ned  was  intense  when  lie  saw  the  sirl 
he  loved  with  his  rival. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


INTERRUPTED. 


Queenie  Vail  never  looked  more  radiantly  beautiful  than 
’>he  did  that  night.  Desmond  watched  her  admiringly,  and 

^  '• s lie  said : 

“Mr.  Desmond,  this  is  my  last  night  at  the  theatre.” 
“Have  you  finished  your  engagement?”  he  asked. 

‘‘Yes,  and  I’m  going  to  lay  off  for  a  while  now.” 

“Pm  glad  to  hear  it,”  said  the  cashier. 

“Why?”  she  asked,  curiously. 

“Be  cause  it  will  give  me  a  better  chance  to  see  you 

oftener.” 

The  girl  laughed,  ahd  Ned,  behind  the  screen,  looked 
annoved  and  furious. 

4  “She  is  a  flirt,”  he  thought,  bitterly.  “Thinking  I  am 
aone  for,  she  is  getting  in  with  my  rival.  She’s  going  to  jilt 
me  for  him.  I’m  glad  I’ve  found  her  out  in  the  midst  of 
her  perfidy.  I’ll  wait,  listen,  and  see  just  how  far  she  will 
go  with  that  scoundrel.”  * 

^.^y-JD^sniond  took  Queenie’s  hand  in  his. 

“YTou  don’t  dislike  the  idea  of  having  me  again,  do  you?” 
he  asked. 

No,  indeed,”  replied  the  actress.  “Ned  Harris  is  con¬ 
victed  now,  you  know.  At  first  I  didn’t  think  he  was  guilty 
of  being  a  thief,  but  the  evidence  against  him  was  too  strong 
to  be  denied.  There’s  no  earthly  use  of  my  sticking  to  a 
fellow  who  will  soon  go  to  jail  for  a  long  term  of  years,  is 
there  ?” 

“By  Jove,  you  take  a  sensible  view  of  the  case  !”  said  Des¬ 
mond,  in  delighted  tones.  “I’m  glad  you  feel  that  way 
about  the  poor  beggar.  He’s  done  for.  They  caught  him 
red-handed.  You’d  only  be  wasting  your  time  clinging  to 
him  any  longer.” 

“That’s  what  I  think.” 

“You’ve  dropped  him,  then?” 

“I  have.” 

“And  will  stick  to  me?” 

“Well — I  am  not  so  sure  of  that.” 

“No?”  he  asked  disappointedly.  “Why?” 

Well,  I’ll  tell  you,  Ralph,”  she  replied,  confidentially; 
^jareHoo  slow.” 

Too  slow  ?”  he  echoed,  with  a  puzzled  look. 

1  “Yes.  Too  innocent.  I  like  men  with  some  ginger  in 
a  fellow  who  ain’t  afraid  to  give  a  champagne  sup¬ 
per,  stake  his  money  on  the  races — paint  the  town  red,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing.  In  a  word,  I  like  a  man  with  some 

*  sporting  blood  in  his  veins.” 

|  “Oh,  I  see.” 

“You  are  too  prudish  and  prim.” 

“But  I’m  open  to  improvement,”  he  laughed. 

*  “Mercy  !  I  can’t  waste  any  time  breaking  you  in.  I  can’t 
iv  Pm  gone  on  straight  men.  I’m  fonder  of  the  lives  led 
y  the  crooks  in  the  joints  you  and  I  went  through  hunting 

rnv  brother.” 

“Yo'j  urpri-'-  me,  Queenie.” 
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“Do  I  ?  Well,  you’ll  be  more  surprised  when  I  drop  you 
for  a  man  who  ain’t  afraid  to  carry  his  life  in  his  hands. 
A  woman  always  likes  a  man  who  isn’t  too  good,  and  they 
simply  idolize  a  fellow  who  has  the  nerve  to  risk  everything 
to  carry  his  point.  P’or  example :  1  once  fairly  worshiped 
a  man  who  was  a  gambler.  He  was  playing  cards  with  a 
greenhorn  with  a  pocket  full  of  money.  As  my  fellow  lost 
all  his  money,  and  knew  1  expected  a  diamond  pin  from  him 
that  night,  he  shot  the  yap,  took  his  coin,  gave  me  my  pres¬ 
ent,  and  skipped  for  parts  unknown.  That’s  what  I  call  a 
real  man.” 

Desmond  gasped. 

The  girl  astonished  him. 

When  he  finally  recovered  his  wits,  he  asked: 

“And  suppose  I’d  do  as  much  for  you?” 

“Perhaps  I’d  like  you  better,”  she  replied,  archly. 

Desmond  frowned  a  moment. 

He  was  tempted  several  times  to  give  utterance  to  a 
thought  in  his  mind,  but  kept  hesitating. 

Queenie  observed  it,  and  her  heart  beat  faster,  for  she 
saw  that  she  was  upon  the  verge  of  drawing  him  out. 

She  flung  her  arm  around  his  neck,  laid  her  head  upon 
his  shoulder,  and,  glancing  up  into  his  eyes,  she  asked  him 
in  tender  tones : 

“Ralph,  why  can’t  you  be  more  like  my  idol?” 

The  cashier  was  thrilled,  and  he  pressed  her  close  to  him 
and  asked,  eagerly : 

“Suppose  1  really  were,  Queenie,  would  you  have  me?” 

“I  would,”  she  replied,  in  soft  tones,  “for  I  really  care 
for  you.” 

“You  do?  You  really  love  me,  Queenie?” 

“With  all  my  heart!” 

“Then  I’ll  tell  you - ” 

But  before  he  could  bring  out  his  confession  of  villainy 
to  please  this  fascinating  girl  there  came  a  violent  inter¬ 
ruption. 

Ned  had  been  fairly  maddened  by  all  he  saw  and  heard 
from  behind  the  screen.  He  could  endure  it  no  longer. 

Rushing  from  his  covert,  he  paused  in  front  of  them. 

His  face  was  pale,  his  eyes  gleaming,  and  his  breath  la¬ 
bored. 

The  girl  gave  a  shriek  and  bounded  to  her  feet,  and  Des¬ 
mond,  the  picture  of  rage  and  astonishment,  gasped 
hoarsely : 

“What!  Harris — you  here?” 

“Yes!”  hissed  Ned,  bitterly;  “I  am  here!” 

“Spying!”  sneered  Desmond. 

“Exactly!”  replied  the  young  man. 

“Ned,”  imploringly  cried  Queenie,  “go  away!” 

“I  shall,”  he  replied,  hoarsely,  “but  first  let  me  tell  you 
that  I  have  unmasked  your  perfidy.  You  are  a  false,  treach¬ 
erous  woman.  You  are  a  hypocrite.  You  pretended  to  love 
me,  and  vowed  you  were  true  to  me ;  and  this  is  the  way  you 
lied  to  me,  cheated  me,  and  made  a  fool  of  me!  Shame  on 
you — shame  on  you  !  My  contempt  for  you  is  unspeakable  !” 

“Ned  !  Listen  to  me!”  cried  the  girl. 

She  wanted  to  confess  all  to  clear  herself,  but  be  sternly 
interrupted. 
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“No !  Not  a  word  from  you.  Eve  seen  and  heard  enough. 
You  can't  deny  what  has  transpired.  It’s  impossible.  1 
will  have  nothing  further  to  do  with  you,  Queenie  Yail. 
You’ve  chosen  this  viper  in  the  place  of  an  honest  man. 
Stick  to  him.  If  he  loves  you  he  will  become  the  black¬ 
guard  you  crave  as  a  mate,  but  I  shall  not,  for  I  honor  and 
respect  my  good  name  too  much  to  do  that  for  any  woman 
on  earth.  1  wish  you  good-by  forever  !” 

And  bestowing  a  look  of  fury  upon  his  rival,  and  a 
glance  of  mingled  scorn  and  pity  upon  the  girl  whom  he 
imagined  was  wronging  him,  he  turned  and  abruptly  left 
the  room. 

Desmond  heard  a  stifled  groan  of  anguish. 

Glancing  around,  he  saw  Queenie  fainting. 

He  caught  her  in  his  arms,  and  laid  her  on  a  couch,  rang 
for  help,  and  in  a  minute  more  the  room  was  full  of  people, 
some  of  whom  made  an  effort  to  revive  the  girl. 

The  Bradys  were  wild. 

They  witnessed  the  whole  occurrence. 

As  they  glanced  at  each  other,  the  old  detective  growled : 

“What  a  consummate  ass  Ned  has  made  of  himself!” 

“He  has  spoiled  our  entire  plot,”  replied  Harry,  angrily. 

“Why  in  thunder  didn't  he  keep  away  from  the  girl  as 
we  requested?” 

“Blest  if  I  know  !” 

“And  to  think  that  Queenie  had  the  villain  upon  the 
point  of  admitting  that  he  was  a  crook !” 

“I’m  horribly  disappointed.” 

“Well,  it’s  a  fine  opportunity  lost,  that’s  all.” 

They  saw  the  girl  revived. 

Desmond  was  with  her,  and  said  in  a  whisper : 

“Don’t  mind  that  crazy  fool,  Queenie.” 

For  an  instant  the  girl  was  upon  the  point  of  retorting 
angrily  that  her  lover  was  not  what  he  said,  when  she  caught 
Old  King  Brady’s  glance,  and  saw  him  making  a  warning 
gesture. 

It  stopped  her. 

She  arose  and  said  wearily : 

“Go  home,  Mr.  Desmond.” 

“Can't  I  do  anything  for  you?”  he  asked. 

“No.  I  must  go  to  my  room.  I’m  weak.” 

Desmond  said  no  more,  but  bowed  and  withdrew. 

A  couple  of  ladies  thereupon  assisted  the  girl  up  to  her 
room,  and  the  Bradys  departed,  feeling  very  much  down¬ 
cast. 

“The  whole  job  was  a  bungle,”  growled  Old  King  Brady, 
as  they  left  the  hotel.  “  We  must  try  to  let  Ned  know  what 
a  fool  he  made  of  himself.  Then  we  must  put  up  another 
job  on  Desmond.” 

Just  then  Harry  caught  view  of  the  cashier. 

He  was  standing  on  the  corner. 

“There  he  is  now,”  whispered  the  boy,  pointing. 

“Let’s  shadow  him,”  suggested  the  old  detective. 

“Nothing  easier.  He  don't  know  we  are  watching  him.” 

“There  lie  goe-  through  Fifteenth  street.” 

Crossing  over,  they  followed  the  cashier  at  a  safe  dis¬ 
tance. 
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He  reached  Third  avenue,  and  proceeded  downtown  ut  a 
lively  gait,  with  the  detectives  at  his  heels. 

The  man  was  excited.  ■ 

i  He  did  not  slacken  speed  until  he  reached  Delaney  street ,r 
into  which  thoroughfare  he  turned  and  proceeded  east. 

“He  frequents  pretty  bad  localities,”  commented  Harry. 

“The  rascal  probably  has  many  friends  among  the  Ea-fc 
Side  crooks,”  Old  King  Brady  answered,  “and  when 
round  them  up  we  may  get  at  the  bottom  of  Desmond’s  con¬ 
nection  with  them.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 


AT  THE  CROOKS  GAMBLING  DEN. 


When  Desmond  reached  a  point  near  Norfolk  street,  he 
paused  before  an  old-fashioned  brick  house  with  dormer 
windows. 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  a  Jewish  settlement,  as  the  sur¬ 
rounding  signs  on  the  various  miserable  stores  attesiejL 
All  the  blinds  in  the  building  were  closed,  and  it  had 
deserted  look. 
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But  without  the  slightest  hesitation  the  cashier  ascende 
the  stoop,  drew  a  bunch  of  keysvfrom  his  pocket,  and  opened] 
the  door. 


He  passed  into  the  dark  hall  and  vanished. 

The  Bradys  witnessed  the  whole  occurrence,  and  paused. 
“Did  you  see  where  he  went,  Harry?”  excitedly  asked  the 
old  detective.  ft  ¥  'Ll 

“I  know  all  about  that  joint.  It’s  a  gambling  den 
chiefly  infested  by  crooks.  He  has  a  pass  key,  too.  That  * 
looks  as  if  he  were  no  stranger  to  the  place,”  answered  the  L 


boy. 

“I’d  like  to  get  in  there. 

“We  d  get  killed  if  those  crooks  caught  us.’ 

I'm  going  to  run  chances  on  it,  Harry.” 

Don’t  you  do  it.  It’s  too  risky.  Besides,  you  can't  get 
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“Come  with  me,  and  I'll  show  you  how  I'll  do  it.” 

The  boy  followed  Old  King  Brady  with  some  reluctance.  g 
Entering  an  adjoining  tenement,  they  ascended 
to  the  roof  without  anybody  interfering  with  them. 

From  here  it  was  an  easy  matter  to  get  down  on  the  roof 
of  the  building  into  which  Desmond  had  gone.  ' 

Going  down  the  sloping  front  to  one  of  the  dormer  win¬ 
dows  at  the  risk  of  sliding  off  to  the  street  below,  the  detec¬ 
tives  raised  the  sash  and  crept  through  into  a  dark  attic. 

Here  they  lit  their  lanterns. 

Mashing  the  rays  around,  they  observed  that  the  place 
was  vacant,  and  had  a  door  at  the  rear. 

Gliding  over  to  it,  they  pulled  it  open,  revealing  u  gloomy  n! 
hall,  and  stood  listening. 

Not  a  sound  reached  their  ears. 

"WfiU."  Old  King  Brady  muttered,  “we  are  in  the  place 
safe  enough,  but  our  trouble  won't  begin  till  wo  trv  t 
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what  Desmond  is  doing  in  this  joint.  Get  your  pistol 

ready.” 

% 

“Yen'  well,”  replied  Harry,  reluctantly.  “I’ll  stick  to 
u:  but  1  don’t  like  this  job  at  all  for  some  reason.” 

~‘I  hope  you  ain't  afraid.”  — 

Xo;  it  isn't  fear.” 

|F  ^Then  quit  your  kicking.” 

Going  down?” 

“Yes.  I've  been  in  here. before,  and  know  the  lay  of  the 

place.” 

They  crept  out  into  the  hall  as  quietly  as  shadows,  flashed 
the  light  of  the  lantern  about  for  a  moment,  then  masked  it. 
Xo  carpe£  covered  the  floors. 

All  the  woodwork  was  old  and  very  dry. 

On  that  account  they  had  to  use  the  greatest  caution  not 
to  make  any  noise,  and  silently  proceeded  downstairs. 

On  the  floor  below  they  saw  a  closed  door. 

A  shaft  of  light  came  through  the  key  hole. 

Hearing  voices  proceeding  from  the  room,  the  Bradys 
paused,  and,  listening  intently,  recognized  Desmond’s  tones. 
Dropping  on  one  knee,  Harry  peered  through  the  key 
^  hole. 

^XHe^sav  a  poorly-furnished  room. 

A  wooden  table  stood  in  the  middle  of  it,  around  which 
sat  six  men,  earnestly  conversing  in  low  tones. 

One  was  Desmo.nd,  and  the  others  were  the  crooks,  Flood. 
Dutch  Charley,  Kid  McXulty,  Gentleman  Joe  and  Red 
Bingo. 

A  kerosene  ojl  lamp  on  the  table  lit  up  the  scene,  and  a 
whisky  bottle  and  some  glasses  showed  plainly  that  they 
had  been  drinking. 

*  Harry  told  his  partner  what  he  saw. 

“Listen,”  said  the  old  detective.-  “We’ll  try  {o  hear  what 
they  say.” 

.  Desmond  was  speaking,  and  they  heard  him  exclaim : 
“Xo,  I  ain’t  going  in  for  any  more  crooked  work,  Flood.” 
“Gee!  Gittin’  good,  ain’t  yer?”  growled  the  burglar. 

,  “It  isn’t  that,”  replied  Desmond.  “I’ve  done  one  job 
with  you  fellows,  and  we  made  a  big  haul.  The  risk  is  so 
■  great  that  I  don’t  want  any  more  of  it.  I'm  satisfied.  As 
soon  as  the  swag  is  divided  I’m  going  to  quit  you  for  good, 
and  that  settles  it.” 

“Get  out!”  laughed  Gentleman  Joe.  ^ Don’t  be  a 

■HfiggpJ’ 

**  TP  \Zy.  I  won’t  risk  any  crooked  work.” 

said  Kid  McXulty,  “when  are  yer  goin'  ter  whack 
/  up  the  swag  we  got  out  of  your  crib,  Desmond?  I  want 

mine  bad.” 

“I’ve  been  holding  it  back  to  let  the  excitement  blow 

*  over  before  we  begin  circulating  that  money,”  said  the 

,  cashier. 

“Well,”  exclaimed  Red  Bings,  “when  we  finish  the  new 
job  we  just  planned  to  work,  we  all  want  to  get  away  from 
»  W.v'  York.  Fm  in  favor  of  getting  our  money  now.” 
“Can't  you  wait?”  asked  Desmond. 

“  So!"  roared*Dutch  Charley,  banging  the  table  with  his 
fi-t.  “Vo  all  dink  id  vos  dime  dot  ve  got  our  money.” 
“Very  well,  then,”  said  Desmond,  reluctantly;  “I'll  meet 


you  all  to-morrow  night  at  ten  o’clock,  and  give  each  man 
his  share.” 

“Whereabouts?”  growled  Flood. 

“  Any  place  you  name.” 

“Let  it  be  in  my  joint.” 

“In  the  parlor?” 

“Yes.” 

“All  right.  I’ll  be  there.” 

“How  much  does  each  bloke  git?” 

“Equally  divided,  each  man  gets  about  $41,666,”  replied 
the  cashier. 

Grins  of  satisfaction  overspread  the  faces  of  his  listeners. 

Finally  Flood  exclaimed : 

“Dat  ain’t  so  worse!” 

“Go6d  enough  !”  ‘said  Gentleman  Joe. 

“Morn  1  spectecl,”  added  McXulty. 

“Well,”  said  Desmond,  rising,  “I’m  going  now.” 

“Den  yer  won’t  jine  us  in  de  new  deal?”  demanded 
Flood. 

“Xo  !”  emphatically  replied  the  cashier.  “The  Fifteenth 
Xational  Bank  may  yield  you  a  big  stake,  but  you  are  going 
it  blind  when  you  blow  the  safe.  In  the  case  in  which  I 
was  concerned  you  got  the  lay  of  the  bank  from  me,  had  my 
keys,  and  knew  exactly  what  you  had  to  contend  with.  That 
made  your  *rork  easy.  Xow  you  are  tackling  an  uncer- 
.tainty.” 

“Well,”  replied  Flood,  with  a  grin,  “we  blokes  don’t  al- 
lers  run  up  agin  a  soft  snap  like  dat  crib  o’  your’n.  Wisht 
we  could ;  hey,  fellows  ?” 

“You  bet!”  said  the  Kid. 

“Got  ter  take  big  chances  in  our-  biz,”  continued  the 
burglar.  “We  knows  very  well  dat  we  runs  long  risks;  but 
wot’^  de  odds  so  long  as  yer  coppers  de  swag — see?  Xow, 
tings  is  on  de  Fritzer  wit  me  since  dem  Brady  guys  has  got 
wind  of  de  fact  dat  I’m  a  crackin’  cribs  ag’in,  an’  we  has 
got  ter  hustle  up  a  job  soon  an'  camp.  We  may  as  well  hit 
up  de  big  lobsters  as  ter  monkey  wit’  der  small  pertaters. 
Savvy?  One  more  good  job  puts  me  on  easy  street  fer  a 
short  shake,  an’  dat’s  all  I  wants.”  i 

Desmond  arose  and  approached  the  door. 

“Good-night !”  ho  exclaimed.  “I’m  going  home.” 

“So  long,”  replied  Flood. 

The  Bradys  /etreated  to  the  staircase  that  ascended,  and 
Desmond  came  from  the  room  and  passed  down  the  other 
staircase  and  left  the  house. 

S 

The  Bradys  let  him  go. 

As  they  knew  he  would  do  no  more  harm  that  night,  they 
considered  it  best  to  let  him  depart  in  peace. 

“We’ve'got  dead  evidence  of  his  ‘guilt  now,”  Harry  whis¬ 
pered. 

“But  we  haven’t  got  the  stolen  money,”  replied  his 
partner. 

“Very  true.  But  we  can  get  it  by  attending  their 
meeting.” 

I’m  not  only  going  to  do  that,”  replied  Old  King  Bradv, 
“but  I  intend  to  have  old  M  r.  Clark  on  hand  to  witness  I  In1 
rank  perfidy  of  his  trusted  clerk.  The  exposure  will  be 
complete.” 
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“That  will  settle  Desmond’s  case.” 

“And  vindicate  Ned  Harris.” 

“Won’t  Queenie  be  delighted!" 

“I  think  we'll  need  her  in  this  job  again.” 

“How?”  ; 

“To  act  as  a  decoy  again.” 

“She'll  do  it,  as  she’s  got  to  vindicate  herself  with  Ned.” 
“Yes.  He  thinks  she’s  faithless.” 

“He  deceived  himself  badly,  and - " 

But  just  then  Harry  was  suddenly  interrupted. 

A  man  softly  coming  up  through  the  dark  hall  bumped 
into  him. 

“Who’s  that?”  he  growled,  lighting  a  match. 

Old  King  Brady  tried  to  put  out  the  light. 

But  he  was  not  quick  enough,  for  the  man  saw  them. 
“The  Bradys!”  he  yelled. 

Then  he  sprang  at  Harry  and  grappled  him. 

A  furious  uproar  ensued,  and  the  crooks  flung  open  the 
door,  one  of  them  carrying  the  lamp,  and  peered  out. 
“Help  !  Help  !”  yelled  Harry’s  assailant. 

Old  King  Brady  rushed  to  his  partner's  assistance,  and 
the  crooks  ran  out  into  the  hall,  greatly  excited. 

They  had  recognized  the  detectives. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

/ 

PREPARING  A  JOB. 

“Release  that  boy,  confound  you!”  roared  Old  King 
Brady,  and  with  a  well-directed  punch  he  knocked  Harry’s 
captor  down. 

By  the  light  of  the  lamp  he  saw  that  the  man  was  Plug 

Muldoon. 

/ 

The  five  other  crooks  were  coming  toward  them  with  a 
rush,  and  when  Flood  distinguished  their  features,  he 
yelled : 

“By  jiminey,  dey  escaped  from  de  well  alive !” 

“You  bet  we  did,”  Old  King  Brady  answered,  “and  we’ve 
got  it  in  for  you,  Jim  Flood,  for  leaving  us  to  drown  there.” 

“Well,  yer  won't  get  away  so  dead  easy  dis  time — see?” 

“No?  I’ll  find  out  about  that.” 

“Knock  ’em  down,  boys  !”  roared  the  burglar.  “Dey  will 
pinch  fie  hull  crew  of  yez  if  yer  don’t  down  ’em  right  away.” 

“Stand  back  there!”  threateningly  cried  the  old  detec¬ 
tive. 

He  and  Harry  were  now  side  by  side. 

Their  pistols  covered  the  gang. 

Every  one  of  the  crooks  halted  and  looked  uneasy. 

They  saw  that  the  Bradys  had  the  drop  on  them. 

“Get  back  into  that  room!"  roared  Old  King  Brady,  in 
the* most  threatening  tones.  “Go  before  we  open  fire." 

There  was  a  stampede  among  the  gang. 

Bang!  went  Harry’s  pistol  to  hurry  them  along. 

Then  the  old  detective,  fired  several  shot,  and  the  reports 
in  the  narrow  hall  were  deafening. 


Once  they  had  the  gang  moving  Old  King  Brady  gasped : 
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“Retreat  the  way  we  came,  Harry.” 

“Watch  me  paralyze  that  lamp  first.” 

The  boy  aimed  at  the  light,  fired  and  the  ball  shattered 
it,  knocked  it  flying  out  of  the  hand  of  the  man  who  held  it, 
and  a  dense  gloom  settled  down.  ■ »  ~  ’Jpr 

“Good  shot!”  chuckled  the  old  detective.  ^  ^ 

Upstairs  glided  the  detectives  as  silently  as  shadows,  c<ni 
they  quickly  got  out  of  the  window  to  the  roof. 

They  returned  to  the  roof  of  the  tenement,  and  hurried 
down  to  the  street. 

As  they  hurried  away,  Harry  asked : 

“Do  you  suppose  they  know  we  overheard  th^ir  talk  with  I 
Ralph  Desmond  about  the  division  of  their  spoils?” 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  shaking  his  head.  “I  am 
quite  certain  they  don't  suspect  anything  of  the  kind.” 

“Then  they  are  pretty  sure  to  keep  the  appointment?" 

“Of  course.  They  are  wild  to  get  their  share  of  the 

bootv.” 

«/ 

“We  must  be  on  hand,  too.” 

“I’ll  have  Mr.  Clark  there  to  witness  his  clerk’s  perfidy 
and  a  platoon  of  officers  to  round  up  and  pull  in  the  gang." 

“That  ain't  a  bad  plan.”  ^ 

The  Bradys  did  not  molest  Flood’s  gang  that  night,  for 
they  designed  to  catch  them  in  possession  of  evidence  of 
their  guilt. 

On  the  following  day  Old  King  Brady  rung  up  the  bank 
president  on  the  telephone,  and  said: 

“Can  you  call  at  headquarters  at  two  o’clock  this  after¬ 
noon?” 

“Have  you  learned  anything  new  about  Harris?”  asked 
Clark. 

“We’ve  got  some  sure  evidence  now.” 

“Tell  me  what  it  is.” 

“Can’t  until  I  see  you.” 

“I'll  be  on  hand.” 

“Don’t  mention  this  to  a  soul.” 

“Certainly  not.” 

“If  you  do  it  may  defeat  our  plans.” 

“Depend  on  me  to  be  careful.” 

Old  King  Brady  rang  off,  and  told  Harrry  what  was  said 

Promptly  at  two  o’clock  Mr.  Clark  appeared. 
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W  hen  the  Bradys  met  him,  the  old  detective’s  first  oues- 
tion  was: 


“Did  you  tell  any  one  what  I  telephoned?” 

“No  one  except  my  cashier,”  replied  the  old  gentleman. 
Old  King  Brady  was  so  mad  he  nearly  swore  outright. 

(  urbing  his  anger  by  an  effort,  he  roared : 

“What  in  thunder  did  you  do  that  for,  you  old  gossip:" 
“Fh?  '  gasped  Mr.  Clark,  looking  surprised  and  alarmed. 
“You  promised  me  to  tell  no  one.” 

But  Mr.  Desmond  is  interested - 
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“  Humbug !  Rubbish !  He's  the  very  one  we  wanted  you 

not  to  tell  anything.  Confound  it,  you'll  ruin  all  our 
work !” 

“Really,  Mr.  Brady,  1  did  not  know _ ”  I 

"  Oh,  you  have  no  sense  at  all.” 
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“But  why  do  you  object  to  him  knowing  about  the 

matter  ?” 

“Simply  because -  But,  no!  I  won't  tell  you.  I 

don't  trust  you.  You  tattle  too  much.  We  want  you  to 

meet  us  to-night." 

“Where?” 
v  “Here?” 

“What  for?” 

“I'll  show  you  the  thief  who  robbed  your  bank.” 

“But  I've  seen  Harris - ” 

“We  want  you  to  see  the  thief  dividing  the  stolen  money 
with  his  oals,  so  there  can  be  no  error  about  his  identity.” 

“Can  you  show  me  that?” 

“Yes,  and  we  are  going  to,  under  condition  that  you  keep 
the  matter  a  profound  secret.  If  you  tell  anybody  now, 
you  will  lose  your  half  million  dollars,  the  guilty  party  may 
escape,  and  you’ll  be  the  fault  of  it.” 

Mr.  Clark  looked  scared. 

“I  won’t  tell  any  one,”  he  declared. 

“Then  join  us  at  nine  to-night.” 

“I’ll  be  on  hand.” 

Soon  afterward  the  banker  departed. 

The  Bradys  then  hastened  to  Queenie’s  hotel. 

^"'‘Meeting  her  in  the  parlor,  the  old  detective  asked 

“Have  you  seen  Ned  yet?” 

“No,”  was  her  sad  reply.  “I  wrote  him  to  call  on  me  so 
I  could  explain  my  innocence  of  what  seemed  to  him  a  piece 
of  perfidy  on  my  part;  but  he  has  not  answered  me.” 

“So  much  the  better.” 

“How  so?”  she  demanded,  flushing. 

“It’s  best  to  keep  him  away  from  you  a  while  longer.” 

“Do  you  want  to  separate  us  permanently?” 

“No,  indeed.  But  I  don’t  want  him  to  spoil  our  plans 
again  by  his  bungling,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  earnestly. 

“I’m  under  his  suspicion.” 

“Never  mind.  It  will  be  easy  to  explain  matters  to  him.” 

“Yes,  I  know.  But  I  don’t  like  it  much.” 

“Of  course  it’s  annoying.  But  we’ve  drawn  matters  down 
to  such  a  fine  point  now  that  we'll  have  the  boy’s  innocence 
established  to-night,  if  everything  works  right.” 

Can  you?”  she  cried,  eagerly. 

Easily.  But  we  need  your  aid  again.” 

I’ll  do  anything  I  can  to  help  you,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Good!  Then  listen.  I’m  going  to  tell  you  how  we  are 
gcWig  to  catch  Desmond  in  a  trap.” 

And  he  explained  about  the  division  of  the  spoils  which 
was  to  occur  that  night  in  Flood’s  place. 

When  he  had  finished,  she  clapped  her  hands,  laughed, 
and  said: 

“You’ll  nab  Desmond  with  the  evidence  of  his  guilt  right 
in  his  hands.  Mr.  Clark  will  see  that  Ned  was  guiltless, 
and  his  idol — Desmond — will  be  shattered.” 

“lie  can’t  deny  such  evidence.” 

“Now,  what  do  you  want  me  to  do?” 

“You  must  manage  to  be  in  Flood’s  to-night.” 

“  What  good  can  1  do  there?” 

“ff  by  any  accident  Desmond  should  slip  through  our 
rj'/e r-.  you  can  decoy  him  to  a  place  where  we  can  attack 
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him  again.  We  must  take  every  precaution  to  catch  him. 
Once  he  knows  we  are  aware  of  his  perfidy,  he  will  use  ex¬ 
traordinary  efforts  to  keep  out  of  our  hands.  Every  avenue 
of  escape  must  be  cut  off.” 

“I  see.  Where  shall  I  lure  him  to?” 

Any  place  you  choose,  only  notify  us  afterward.” 

Very  well.  I’ll  go  to  Flood’s  with  him.” 

How  will  you  work  it?” 

“I’ll  telephone  him  now.  Listen  to  what  I  say.” 

They  repaired  to  the  telephone. 

She  called  Desmond  up,  and  finally  said : 

“The  reason  I  want  you  to  call  here  at  the  hotel  for  me 
at  half  past  nine  is  that  I’ve  found  out  that  my  brother 
is  at  Flood’s  place,  and  I  want  you  to  take  me  there  without 
fail  to-night,  as  I’ve  been  told  he  will  be  there  at  that  hour.” 

“I’ve  got  another  engagement  at  that  hour,”  Desmond 
answered. 

“Very  well.  You  need  not  call.  I’ll  get  some  one  else  to 
take  me.  I’m  surprised  at  you,  and  won’t  forget  your 
meanness - ” 


Ul 


There  !  There,  Queenie  !  Don’t  get  angry.  I’ll  call  for 
you.” 

“  Oh,  what  a  dear  good  fellow !  Going  to  Flood’s  your¬ 
self,  you  say  ?  How  funny  !  All  right,  Ralph — don’t  fail 


me. 


“I’ll  call  for  vou  in  a  cab.” 

“Very  well.  I  won’t  interfere  with  your  engagement  if 
you  will  only  bring  me  there.  Good-by.” 

And  she  rang  off. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


ROUNDING  UP  THE  GANG. 


At  half  past  nine  that  night  the  Bradys  and  the  bank 
president  left  Secret  Service  headquarters  in  disguise. 

They  looked  like  three  tramps. 

At  about  the  same  hour  a  score  of  detectives  armed  and 
anxious  hastened  toward  Jim  Flood’s  dive,  with  a  perfect 
understanding  of  how  they  were  to  act  upon  certain  signals. 

The  detectives  had  warrants  of  arrest  in  their  pockets. 

When  they  reached  the  rendezvous,  the}^  passed  inside, 
and  found  the  barroom  filled  with  East  Side  crooks  of  all 
kinds. 

None  of  the  gang  who  robbed  the  bank  were  visible,  and 
the  detectives  concluded  that  they  had  repaired  to  the  par¬ 
lor,  where  the  division  of  the  money  was  to  take  place. 

As  the  Bradys  understood  the  lay  of  the  house,  they  lost 
no  time  in  passing  through  a  side  door  to  the  private  hall. 

Up  the  stairs  they  crept  with  Mr.  Clark  without  attract¬ 
ing  the  attention  of  anybody,  and  they  soon  reached  the 
parlor  floor. 

The  hall  was  in  gloom. 

Leaving  his  companions,  Harry  crept  ahead. 

Reaching  the  parlor  door,  he  listened  at  the  key  hole. 

Subdued  voices  coming  from  within  told  him  that  the 
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gang  was  there  waiting  the  arrival  of  Desmond  with  the 
money. 

From  what  little  Harry  heard,  he  gathered  that  the 
cashier  had  not  yet  arrived  with  the  money. 

'hip-toeing  his  way  back  to  the  others,  the  boy  said  softly : 

“The  man  with  the  money  hasn’t  arrived  vet.” 

4/  V 

“You  mean  Ned  Harris,  of  course,”  said  Mr,  Clark. 

“No,  1  don’t.” 

“Let’s  get  in  the  back  room,”  suggested  Old  King  Brady. 

He  opened  a  door  in  the  rear  and  they  observed  it  was  a 
billiard  room. 
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There  was  no  light  lit  in  this  apartment. 

The  folding  doors  separating  the  room  from  the  back 
parlor  were  wide  open,  and  a  pair  of  cheap  red  portieres 
hung  over  the  opening. 

A  shaft  of  light  gleamed  between  them. 

The  three  quickly  crept  into  the  room. 

As  they  pushed  the  door  shut  they  heard  somebody  com¬ 
ing  up  the  stairs.  The  voices  of  the  men  in  the  front  room 
were  verv  distinct. 

4/ 

Peering  through  the  curtains,  they  saw  the  crooks. 

They  were  sitting  in  a  poorly  furnished  little  parlor  lit 
by  a  lamp. 

The  gang  consisted  of  Flood,  Dutch  Charley,  Kid  Mc¬ 
Nulty,  Red  Bings  and  Gentleman  Joe,  and  they  were  all 
drinking  whisky. 

“I’m  blowed  if  I  sees  wot’s  a-keepin*  dat  bloke,”  the 
burglar  was  growling. 

“Vhas  yer  dink  he  vill  dry  ter  run  ovay  mit  dot  money?” 
demanded  Charley,  in  tones  of  deep  suspicion. 

“Naw,”  replied  Flood.  “He  dassent.” 

“Why  not?”  asked  the  pickpocket.  “He’s  a  mighty  fly 

mug.” 

“Well,”  the  burglar  replied,  slowly,  “dc  bloke  knows  dat 
we’d  plug  him  if  he  comes  any  con  games  wit’  us.” 

“You’d  have  to  catch  him  first,”  interposed  Bings. 

“Aw,  dat’s  dead  easy.” 

“Hark!”  exclaimed  Gentleman  Joe.  “Somebody’s 
coming.” 

They  listened  intently. 

Just  then  the  door  opened  and  Ralph  Desmond  strode  in 
carrying  a  valise  in  his  hand. 

“Good-evening,  gentlemen!”  he  exclaimed,  smilingly 
surveying  the  ugly  faces  around  him.  “I’m  on  time.  It’s 
just  ten  o’clock.” 

“Why!”  gasped  Mr.  Clark,  turning  pale.  “It’s  Ralph!” 

“Hush!”  warned  Old  King  Brady. 

“Got  de  dough?"  demanded  the  bank  burglar. 

“Every  dollar  we  got  from  my  bank,”  laughed  Desmond, 
pointing  at  the  valise,  which  he  had  set  on 'the  table,  “and 
I’m  ready  to  divide  it  with  you  now.” 

The  crooks  grinned  and  looked  pleased,  and  Flood  said 

gayty : 

“  Fork  over  de  brads.  Whiles  we  reaps  de  harvest,  dat 
lobster  \Tcd  Harris  goes  ter  jail  fer  de  crooked  work  we 
done.  My  !  Ain't  dis  a  snap  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  wisht 
dat  I  could  crack  a  bank  every  night  in  de  week,  an'  have  de 


p'lice  nab  de  wrong  man  like  dey  did  in  dis  case.  It’s  do 

biggest  joke  on  record.” 

A  roar  of  laughter  went  up  from  the  gang. 

“It’s  lucky  for  us  that  Harris  lost  his  keys  in  the  bank, 
and  went  back  that  night  to  get  them,”  chuckled  Desmond. 

“  He  arrived  tliere  just  in  time  to  fall  a  victim  to  our  game.  - . 
Everybody  suspects  him  of  being  the  real  thief.  In  fact,  Isv 
don't  see  how  he  can  get  out  of  it.  And,  say,  Jim,  yom—  • 
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know  that  dried-up  old  fool,  Clark?” 

“De  bank  pres’dent?” 

“Yes.” 

“  Wot  about  him  ?” 

“  He  is  sure  Harris  is  guilty.” 

“Glad  he  is.”  1 

“And,  say,  the  old  fossil  thinks  I’m  a  regular  angel. 

“Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !”  laughed  the  crowd. 

Mr.  Clark  fairly  writhed. 

He  was  bursting  with  indignation. 

It  hurt  his  dignity  to  be  thus  ridiculed. 

He  had  a  wild  desire  to  rush  in  and  confront  Desmond, 
denounce  him  as  an  unmitigated  scoundrel,  and  have  him 
arrested  at  once. 

Old  King  Brady’s  hand  touched  the  irate  president  warn- 
inglv,  for  the  detective  suspected  what  effect  the  cr&okW~  — 
words  would  have  upon  the  old  gentleman. 

Don't  budge !”  the  detective  whispered. 

This  is  fearful !”  panted  Mr.  Clark. 

“Never  mind.  They’ll  catch  it  in  a  few  moments 

The  crooks  were  speaking  again,  and  interrupted  them. 

“Where  have  yer  been  a-keepin’  de  swag?”  Flood  de¬ 
manded. 

“At  my  lodgings,”  replied  Desmond. 

“Well,  open  de  grip  an’  let’s  divy  up.” 

Desmond  took  a  bunch  of  keys  from  his  pocket  to  open 
the  bag,  when  suddenly  Flood  drew  a  brace  of  pistols. 

Aiming  them  at  his  pals,  he  roared: 

“Scatter!” 

“  Eh  ?  What  ?”  stammered  Desmond.  ^ 

The  whole  gang  recoiled  in  astonishment. 

It  instantly  flashed  across  their  minds  that  the  burglar 
was  going  to  play  a  trick  on  them,  and  they  began  to  swear. 

“What  d’yer  mean?”  snarled  McNulty. 

“I  mean  dat  I  cops  de  whole  ting!”  replied  Flood  grimly. 

I’he  thought  of  so  much  money  had  aroused  his  cupidity 
all  of  a  sudden,  and  determined  him  to  seize  the  \vh»L^— * 
thing. 

It  madfc  his  friends  frantic. 

To  be  swindled  out  of  their  share  was  awful  to  them, 
more  especially  as  they  were  all  very  hard  up. 

“Ain't  you  going  to  be  on  the  level?”  demanded  Bings, 
wildly. 

“No!  I  gits  it  all — see?” 

“Why — cuss  you,  we - ” 

“Shut  up,  an’  git  J” 

“Jim - ” 


“Git.  I  sav.  or  I’ll  bore  ver!” 

% 

And  the  revolvers  were  aimed  at  them  in  such  a  threat 
oning  manner  that  they  made  a  rush  for  the  door. 
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One  of  them  hurled  a  chair  at  Fl<$od. 

He  dodged  it  and  it  struck  the  lamp,  smashed  it,  and  the 

room  became  dark  at  once. 

K  _ ; 

Harrv  sent  Sir.  ('lark  downstairs  with  instructions  to 
blow  three  blasts  on  a  whistle  in  the  street,  to  summon  their 

►  allies. 

Glad  to  get  out  of  that  dangerous  place,  the  president 
*  iu.frtened  to  obey  the  order,  and  the  Bradys  dashed  into  the 

►  .room. 

Flood  was  discharging  his  pistols. 

The  bullets  flew  past  the  detectives'  heads,  and  they  drew 
their  dark  lanterns  from  their  pockets,  unmasked  them,  and 
the  old  detective  shouted  in  stentorian  tones  : 

“Stop  this,  now,  or  we'll  fire  on  you.” 

“Who  in  blazes  is  daf?”  asked  the  startled  burglar. 

“  You  are  all  under  arrest !” 

4 

These  words  sent  archill  through  the  gang,  for  they  real¬ 
ized  at  once  that  the  men  with  lanterns  were  officers. 

A  deathly  silence  ensued. 

It  was  finally  broken  by  Flood. 

He  fired  a  shot  at  Harrv,  but  missed  him. 

The  boy  unhesitatingly  shot  back  at  the  thief,  and  wi  th  a 
oarsejpry  of  pain,  Flood  fell  wounded  to  tlfe  floor. 

“I'm  done  fer!”  he  veiled. 

The  rest  of  the  gang  drew  their  pistols. 

But  just  then  the  detectives  summoned  bv  Mr.  Clark 

'W  y  ~  /-  ■  ^ 

came  rushing  into  the  room  with  lanterns  and  pistols,  and 
the  villains  found  themselves  outnumbered. 

With  the  officers’  pistols  aimed  at  thd?n  they  had  to  sub¬ 
mit  to  arrest,  and  Old  King  Brady  examined  the  crowd  with 

his  light. 

j  “Desmond  is  missing!”  he  exclaimed. 

Harry  searched  the  room,  but  failed  to  find  him. 

The  boy  flashed  his  light  on  the  table. 

B  .  “The  money  bag  is  gone,  too  !”  he  cried.  “He  isn't  to  be 
found.  He  has  escaped  with  the  swag !” 

This  announcement  gave  the  old  detective  a  fearful  shock 
of  surprise  and  alarm. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


«  RECOVERY  OF  THE  MONEY. 

A  thorough  search  of  Flood’s  dive  was  made  without 
j  *  finding  any  trace  of  the  missing  cashier. 

On  the  sidewalk  a  man  was  encountered  by  Harry,  who 


asked : 

*  “Did  you  see  a  fellow  come  out  of  that  place  with  a 

A  valise  ?”  \ 

“I  did,  not  five  minutes  ago,”  was  the  reply. 

PjjjjJp  “Where  did  he  go?” 

#  “Off  in  a  cab  toward  the  Bowery.” 

“Can  you  describe  the  carriage?” 

“Ju  t  a  public  one,  drawn  by  a  bay  horse.” 

“Wasn't  there  any  particular  distinguishing  point  about 


“Hot  a  .thing.” 

“What  a  pity!” 

Just  then  the  officers  emerged  with  the  prisoners. 

They  had  every  one  of  the  crooks  who  were  concerned  in 
the  bank  robbery  except.  Desmond,  and  they  were  hand¬ 
cuffed.  together. 

A  stampede  had  taken  place  among  the  villains  in  the 
barroom  as  soon  as  the  raid  begun. 

But  few  people  were  on  the  street. 

“Run  them  in,  Mr.  Brady?”  queried  one  of  the  officers. 

“By  all  means.  Go  to  the  Delaney  street  station.” 

The  place  in  question  was  not  far  away,  and  they 
marched  their  prisoners  off  without  summoning  a  wagon. 

Flood  was  swearing  with  pain  and  rage. 

But  he  could  do  nothing  to  prevent  his  arrest. 

“You’ll  get  a  ten  years’  stretch  for  this,”  Old  King 
Brady  told  him  as  they  went  along.  “You  guys  made 
Harris  go  to  jail  for  nothing,  but  his  day  of  vengeance  is  at 
hand  now,  and  you'll  get  all  that’s  coming  to  you.” 

“Who  gave  us  away?”  snarled  Flood. 

“Ho  one.  We  are  the  Bradys,  and  we’ve  been  shadowing 
you  for  a  long  time,  old  man.” 

“De  Bradys,  hey?” 

“Just  so.” 

“I  might  a  knowed  dat  no  one  could  nip  us  but  youse.” 

“Did  you  know  that  Desmond  escaped  with  the  money  ?” 

“Ho!  Did  he?  Well,  he’s  a  peach.” 

“Yes,  he’s  left  you  in  the  lurch.” 

“Cuss  him  !  I  tort  he  would.” 

“He’ll  go  Scott  free  with  the  money,  unless  you  tell  us 
where  to  find  him.” 

“I'd  blow  on  de  bloke  if  I  could,  but  I  dunno  where  he’s 
garn.” 

“Who  put  up  the  bank  robbery — you  or  him?” 

“He  planned  de  hull  cussed  job,  an'  blow  me  if  it  wasn’t 
a  rank  hoodoo.  We  only  did  de  work  fer  him  on  shares.” 

“I  see.  How  did  you  get  into  the  bank?” 

“Wit’  his  key.” 

“And  he  posted  you  about  the  safe?” 

“Sure  Mike.  He  engineered  de  hull  snap,  an’  put  us  on 
dc  Fritz.” 

“Harris  was  innocent,  of  course?” 

“Suiting.  Wot  d’yer  t'ink — dat  he’s  one  o'  my  gang? 
Hot  much.” 

“Well,  he’ll  go  free  now.” 

“  See  here,  old  man,”  said  the  burglar,  in  vindictive  tones, 
“  I  wisht  dat  ver’s  git  yer  paws  on  Desmond.  I’m  dead  sore 
on  dat  bloke  now.  Huttin'  would  suit  me  better’n  ter  see 
him  nabbed  wit’  dat  dough.  He  played  us  a  leery  trick,  an' 
I  wants  him  downed.” 

“As  soon  as  T  can  land  him  behind  the  bars,  you'll  meet 
him,”  laughed  Old  King  Brady. 

They  reached  the  police  station,  and  formal  charges  were 
entered  against  the  gang,  and  they  were  locked  up. 

Harry  then  called  up  the  Central  office  on  the  telephone. 

“Any  news  there  for  us,  chief?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,  Harry;  a  message  just  came  in.” 

“From  whom?” 
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“Queenie  \  ail.  She  says  she’s  to  meet  Desmond  at  the 
Grand  Central  depth  waiting  room  at  eleven  o’clock.  He 
refused  to  take  her  to  Flood’s  place,  and  says  he  will  have 
something  important  to  tell  her.” 

“We’ll  go  right  up  there,”  said  Harry.  “It’s  near  eleven 
now.” 

Telling  Old  King  Brady  and  Mr.  Clark  what  was  said, 
they  all  started  off  in  a  hurry  for  the  rendezvous. 

It  was  a  quarter  past  eleven  when  they  reached  the  depot, 
and  as  they  entered  the  waiting  room  they  saw  Queenie. 

To  their  surprise  and  delight  their  girl  decoy  had  Des¬ 
mond  with  her,  and  they  were  earnestly  conversing. 

“ There  he  is  now!”  cried  Mr.  Clark,  excitedly. 

“Queenie  is  a  trump  !”  exclaimed  Harry. 

“Go  easy,  now,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Don’t  spoil 
matters.” 

Desmond  did  not  recognize  them  in  their  disguises. 

They  approached  close  to  the  couple,  and  Old  King 
Brady  tapped  the  cashier  on  the  shoulder,  and  exclaimed : 

“Desmond,  we  want  you  !” 

“What?”  gasped  the  startled  villain,  turning  around 
suddenly. 

“You  are  my  prisoner  !” 

“I  don’t  understand  you!”  stammered  the  man,  chang¬ 
ing  color. 

Old  King  Brady  flung  aside  his  disguise,  asking : 

“Don't  you  recognize  me  now?” 

“No,”  replied  the  cashier.  “Never  saw  you  before.” 

“How  about  this  man?”  queried  the  detective,  pointing 
at  Clark. 

The  president  abandoned  his  disguise,  too. 

“I  suppose  you  don’t  know  me,  either?”  he  asked,  sar¬ 
castically. 

Desmond  coolly  sunned  him  from  head  to  foot. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  in  slow,  deliberate  tones,  “I  think  I  do. 
What  is  the  meaning  of  this  outrageous  charge  on  the  part 
of  your  companion,  Mr.  Clark?  Is  the  man  crazy?” 

“No!”  exclaimed  the  banker,  bitterly;  “he  is  acting  un¬ 
der  instructions  from  me.  We  were  the  men  who  attacked 
you  in  Jim  Flood’s  dive.  We  know  all  about  the  way  you 
robbed  the  bank,  for  we  heard  all  you  and  those  thieves 
were  saying.1  We  also  know  that  this  bag  contains  the 
money  stolen  from  us.  Ned  Harris  is  an  innocent  man, 
and  you  are  an  infamous  scoundrel !” 

Desmond  was  half  expecting  this  tirade. 

But  he  kept  his  nerve  wonderfully  well. 

When  the  old  gentleman  paused,  he  said,  quietly: 

“And  you  fellows  have  followed  me  here  to  arrest  me?” 

“Exactly,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  nodding  and  pro¬ 
ducing  a  legal  document  from  his  breast  pocket.  “Here’s 
the  warrant  charging  you  with  robbing  the  bank  where  you 
are  employed,  Ralph  Desmond,  and  we  are  going  to  pull 
you  in.” 

“You’ll  do  nothing  of  the  kind,”  retorted  the  man.  who 
now  realized  that  all  his  villainy  was  exposed. 

“I  don't  see  how  you  are  going  to  avoid  arrest.” 

“Don’t  you?  Well,  l  do.” 
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Old  King  Brady  thought  he  was  going  to  fight,  and  seized 
him. 

Desmond  did  not  resist. 

But  he  suddenly  yelled : 

“Help!  Police!  Thieves!”  ' 

Then  he  began  to  struggle  furiously. 

Harry  rushed  to  Old  King  Brady’s  assistance,  and  old 
Mr.  Clark  seized  the  valise  of  money  and  started  off  orj^ 
run  with  it. 

There  were  many  people  in  the  waiting  room. 

They  thought  Desmond  was  being  attacked  and  robbed 
by  crooks. 

Half  a  dozen  men  dashed  forward  to  aid  him,  one  of 
them  seizing  and  detaining  Mr.  Clark. 

“Let  go  that  man!”  yelled  one  of  the  rescuers,  as  he 
sprang  at  Old  King  Brady  and  grappled  him. 

Another  seized  Harry. 

Desmond  tore  himself  free,  rushed  away,  and  while  the 
Bradys  were  struggling  with  the  citizens,  he  passed  through 
the  door  into  the  track  shed,  and  boarded  a  departing  train. 

The  Bradys  were  wild  with  chagrin. 

Throwing  aside  their  assailants,  they  exhibited  their 
badges. 

“Get  away,  there,  you  fools  !”  the  old  detective  shdate-H*^ 
tones  of  exasperation.  “We  are  officers  in  the  discharge  of 
our  duty.  That  man  was  a  bank  burglar  we  were  arrest¬ 
ing.  Now,  through  your  bungling  stupidity  he  will  escape 


us. 


V 
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The  crowd  was  astounded. 

Dashing  from  the  waiting  room,  the  detectives  saw  Des¬ 
mond  being  carried  away  on  the  train,  and  paused. 

Too  late!”  cried  Harry,  in  disgust. 

We  can  telegraph  ahead  to  have  him  arrested  at  High 
Bridge.” 

“No  time  must  be  lost  about  it.” 

They  returned  to  the  waiting  room. 

Here  they  found  Queenie  and  Mr.  Clark  holding  the 
bag  and  the  interfering  passengers  had  gone  off  about  their 
business. 

Well?”  anxiously  inquired  the  president. 

“Escaped,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  shortly. 

“How  unfortunate!” 

“Yes.  But  you’ve  got  the  money  in  that  bag.” 

“I  hope  so.” 

“Break  it  open,  and  we’ll  see.” 

This  was  done  after  some  difficulty. 

The  bag  was  found  to  contain  every  dollar  of  the  stolen 
funds,  and  Mr.  Clark  s  delight  knew  no  bounds. 

Harry  hastened  to  the  telegraph  office  and  flashed  a  mes¬ 
sage  over  the  wires  to  High  Bridge. 


■V. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 
retribution. 


“Queenie,”  said  Old 
did  you  happen  to  meet 
know  ?M 


King  Brady  to  the  actress,  “how 
Desmond  in  this  place.  I'd  like  to 
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v<<\'lell,”  answered  the  girl,  ‘‘he  refused  to  take  me  to 
Flood  s  place,  and  offered  to  meet  me  here  at  eleven.  I  had 
to  abide  by  what  he  said,  of  course.  Well,  he  joined  me 
here  a  short  time  before  you  came  in.  He  was  telling  me  he 
had  to  lly  from  the  city  for  a  most  important  reason,  and 
v  :is  wishing  me  good-by  when  you  arrived.” 

“  I  see.'*' 

“Meantime,”  continued  the  girl,  “I  called  up  your  chief 
on  the  wire  as  we  had  prearranged,  and  when  Desmond  ap¬ 
peared,  I  used  every  artifice  to  detain  him  here,  in  hopes 
.'that  you  would  arrive  in  good  season  to  arrest  him. 

“You  did  well.” 

“Have  you  learned  of  his  guilt?” 

“Yes.  You  heard  what  Mr.  Clark  said.” 

“Every  word.  Ned  will  soon  be  free  now. 

**No  doubt  of  it.” 

Just  then  Harry  returned,  and  said: 

“Got  to  wait  for  a  report  from  High  Bridge.” 

“That  won’t  take  much  time,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
They  went  to  the  telegraph  office. 

In  half  an  hour  a  message  came  in  from  High  Bridge, 

s^ng : 


V 


“Held  up  train  No.  9,  and  conductor  said  man  of  Des¬ 
mond’s  description  alighted  at  One  Hundred  and  Twenty- 
fifth  street  station.  He  was  not  on  board.” 


The  detectives  glanced  significantly  at  each  other,  and 
Old  King  Brady  took  a  clew  of  tobacco,  and  said,  dryly: 

“Doubling  on  his  tracks.  He’s  foxy;  but  I’m  glad  he  is 
remaining  in  the  city.  It  will  simplify  our  work.” 

“No  use  remaining  here,  is  there?”  asked  Mr.  Clark. 

“Not  the  slightest.” 

“Then  I’ll  go  home  with  this  bag  of  money. ’s 

After  Mr.  Clark  was  gone  Queenie  said : 

“It  looks  as  if  to-night’s  work  were  a  fizzle.” 

“Onlv  as  far  as  the  arrest  of  Desmond  is  concerned,” 
«/ 

Harry  answered. 

“  How  are  you  going  to  find  him  now  ?” 

“We  don’t  know  yet.” 

“Well,”  said  the  girl,  after  a  moment’s  reflection,  “he 
may  come  looking  for  me  now.  In  fact,  I’m  sure  he  will 
me  sooner  or  later.” 

“You  do?  What  gives  you  that  impression?” 

“'Because  he  is  madly  in  love  with  me.  He  swore  he 
could  not  live  without  me,  and  declared  that  he  was  soon 
going  to  come  back  and  marry  me.  In  his  eagerness  he  told 
me  he  was  worth  half  a  million,  and  he  admitted  that  he 
wa ;  not  quite  so  straight  as  I  thought  he  was.  By  saying 
that  he  doubtless  expected  to  please  me,  as  T  once  told  him 
1  didn’t  like  goodv-goody  men.” 

“f  recollect  that  incident,”  laughed  Harry. 

*  Should  he  call  on  me  again,”  said  the  girl,  “I  must  find 
a  wav  to  let  you  know  it.” 


*}',  mean-,”  assented  the  boy. 


go  borne  now 


')  Vv  took  fa-r  downtown  to  her  hotel. 
f)  there  wa  son  e  chance  of  getting  on  Desmond  s  trail, 


they  then  went  up  to  One  Hundred  and  Twenty-fifth  street 
and  Park  avenuo. 

Meeting  the  agent,  Harry  asked  him : 

“Did  you  see  a  man  alight  from  the  eleven  o’clock  out¬ 
bound  train  ?” 

“Yes,”  assented  the  agent;  “he  was  the  only  one  who  did 
get  off  that  train  at  this  station.” 

“Describe  him.” 

The  agent  complied. 

He  had  gained  suck  a  good  view  of  the  person  in  question 
that  his  description  was  quite  accurate. 

It  fit  Desmond  exactly. 

“What  became  of  him?”  queried  the  boy. 

“He  went  up  to  the  street.” 

“Was  he  alone?” 


“Yes.” 


Thanking  the  man,  the  Bradys  went  np  to  the  street. 

Here  they  found  a  policeman,  whom  they  questioned. 

He  admitted  having  seen  the  fugitive  come  up  from  the 
station,  and  noticed  that  he  proceeded  toward  Third  avenue. 

That  was  all  he  knew. 

The  detectives  walked  away. 

A  hard  job  confronted  them  in  tracing  Desmond’s  move¬ 
ments,  but  by  dint  of  persistent  inquiry  they  found  he  had 
gone  over  to  one  of  the  theatres. 

Here  he  was  seen  to  enter  a  cab. 

All  trace  of  him  was  lost  at  this  point. 

The  cabman  was  known  to  the  policeman  who  saw  the 
fugitive  ride  away,  and  he  gave  it  to  the  Bradys. 

In  hopes  that  he  might  return  the  officers  hung  around 
the  place  where  he  kept  his  cab  for  an  hour. 

It  finally  got  so  late,  however,  that  they  gave  up. 

“He  probably  went  home,”  said  Harry  at  last. 

“We  can  return  here  to-morrow  night,”  the  old  detective 
replied,  consolingly.  “Harlem  is  dead  after  midnight.” 

As  they  could  do  nothing  more  they  went  home. 

On  the  following  day  they  went  to  court  and  appeared 
against  the  crooks  they  had  raided. 

The  gang  was  indicted  to  go  before  the  Grand  Jury  for 
trial,  and  were  remanded  to  the  Tombs. 

No  bail  was  fixed,  as  they  were  considered  such  bad  men 
that  they  would  not  hesitate  to  jump  their  bonds. 

When  they  were  committed,  the  Bradys  went  down  to  the 
bank. 

Having  been  ushered  into  Mr.  Clark’s  room,  Old  King 
Brady  asked : 

“Did  you  find  your  money  all  intact?” 

“Every  dollar  stolen  from  the  bank  was  in  the  valise.” 
What  did  the  directors  have  to  say  about  it?” 
Delighted,  of  course,  to  get  their  money  back.” 

Yes,  but  how  about  Ned  Harris?” 

Poor  boy !  A  great  injustice  was  done  to  him.” 

You  must  repair  it.” 

“So  I  shall.” 

“Have  you  sent  for  him?” 

“Yes.  1  telegraphed  him  to  call  here.” 

“What  was  bis  reply?” 

“None  was  made.” 


U  ■ 
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‘‘He  may  have  left  the  city.” 

“I  doubt  it.” 

Just  then  the  door  opened  and  Ned  himself  strode  in. 

He  stood  looking  scornfully  at  Mr.  Clark  a  moment,  and 
then  said  in  a  voice  trembling  with  emotion :  * 

“I  hope  you  are  satisfied  now  of  my  innocence!” 

“We  are,”  said  Mr.  Clark,  grasping  his  hand  warmly, 
“and  nobody  is  sorrier  than  I  that  we  treated  you  so  un¬ 
justly.  Ned,  I  apologize.” 

“Where  is* Desmond?” 

“A  fugitive.” 

“Proven  guilty?” 

“To  mv  entire  satisfaction.” 

“Is  my  place  still  open  to  me?” 

“You  can  resume  it  at  once  if  you  wish.” 

“No,  1  won’t  do  that;  but  I’ll  come  back  on  Monday.” 

“You  had  better  do  so,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “for  it 
will  have  a  good  effect  upon  the  court  to  know  you  again 
have  the  confidence  of  your  employers,  even  before  you  are 
acquitted  of  the  charge  against  you.  It’s  a  good  point.” 

“Yes,”  said  Ned,  who  saw  the  force  of  his  reasoning. 

“I’ve  got  something  else  of  importance  to  say  to  you,  my 
boy.”  \ 

“To  what  do  you  allude?”  ^ 

“Your  false  belief  that  Queenie  was  not  true  to  you.” 

“False  belief?”  echoed  Ned,  frowning. 

“Exactly.  You  caught  her  in  a  compromising  position 
with  Ralph  Desmond,  didn’t  you?” 

“She  can  never  deny  her  perfidy.” 

“Oh,  yes,  she  can,  and  to  your  entire  satisfaction.” 

“Impossible,  Old  King  Brady — impossible!” 

“Let  me  prove  what  I  say.” 

“You  can’t.” 

“I  can.  Just  listen.  It  was  at  our  request  that  she  met 
Desmond  and  pretended  to  make  love  to  him.  We  sus¬ 
pected  him  of  being  concerned  in  the  robbery,  and  used  your 
girl  as  a  decoy  to  lure  him  into  a  confession  of  his  guilt. 
She  was  doing  so  when  you  pounced  on  her,  and,  interrupt¬ 
ing  the  scene,  spoiled  our  plans.” 

“Good  Heavens!”  gasped  Ned,  turning  pale. 

“We  were  hidden  in  a  closet  taking  in  the  whole  thing,” 
added  the  old  detective.  “Are  you  satisfied  now  that  you 
made  a  great  error  and  ill  treated  your  faithful  sweet¬ 
heart?” 

“Yes,”  gasped  Ned.  “Good  Lord,  what  a  fool  I’ve  been  ! 

I  must  go  to  see  her  and  make  amends  at  once.” 

And  he  rushed  out  of  the  bank  without  saying  good-by 
to  any  one,  and  every  one  laughed. 

Yet  they  were  glad  to  see  him  relieved  of  his  trouble. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

AT  THE  GILSEY  HOUSE. 

The  Bradys  had  {bus  far  accomplished  a  great  deal. 

In  the  first  place,  they  had  Mood,  McNulty,  Bings,  Gen¬ 


tleman  Joe  and  Dutch  Charley  in  prison.  In  the  second 
plaee,  they  had  recovered  the  bank’s  stolen  money ;  and  in 
the  third  place,  they  had  effected  a  reconciliation  between 
Ned  and  Queenie  after  the  trying  ordeal  they  had  gone 
through. 

Moreover,  they  had  proved  Ned’s  innocence,  and  proved 
that  Ralph  Desmond  was  the  real  criminal.  ^ — 

Nothing  now  remained  but  to  capture  the  fugitive 
cashier. 

To  do  this  was  no  easy,  task. 

All  they  knew  was  that  he  had  alighted  from  the  rail¬ 
road  train  at  One  Hundred  and  Twenty-fifth  street,  entered  , 
a  cab,  and  was  driven  away  somewhere. 

By  finding  the  cabman  they  thought  they  might  locate  1 

the  fugitive,  and  with  this  purpose  in  view  they  went  up  to 

« 

Harlem. 

As  the  policeman  they  questioned  had  given  them  the  • 
driver's  name,  they  did  not  have  much  trouble  to  find  him. 

He  was  seated  on  his  carriage  in  front  of  a  theatre  near 
Park  avenue  when  Harry  accosted  him  that  afternoon  with : 

“Say,  Tom  Ryan,  I  want  to  speak  to  you.” 

“Cab,  sor?”  eagerly  asked  the  man,  glancing  down  at 
him. 


Yes,  we  will  hire  your  carriage;  but  first  you  must  give  : 
us  some  information  about  a  very  important  matter.” 

“And  what  moight  that  be,  sor?” 

“Last  night,  after  eleven  o’clock,  you  picked  up  a  man 
who  came  from  the  Central  road,  didn’t  you  ?” 

“Oi  did  that.” 

.  “Where  did  you  carry  him  to?” 

“Ther  Gilsey  House.” 

“And  left  him  there?” 

“Nowhere  else.” 

“Very  good.  Now,  take  us  there.” 

And  the  Bradys  got  into  the  carriage. 

The  detectives  were  driven  swiftly  downtown,  and  finall 
reaching  the  hotel,  they  alighted  and  passed  into  the  office 
Going  over  to  the  clerk,  Harry  asked  him 
Is  Ralph  Desmond  stopping  here?” 


« 


“Don’t  know  the  gentleman,”  was. the  prompt  reply. 
“Indeed?  He  arrived  last  night.” 


“What  time?” 

“About  between  eleven  and  twelve.” 
“Only  one  man  came  in  at  that  hour.” 
“Who  was  he?” 

“William  Gordon.” 

“Is  he  still  here?” 

“'\es.  Up  in  his  room  now.” 

We  d  like  to  see  the  gentleman.” 
rite  your  name  on  one  of  those  card;1 


a 


up 


and  I'll  send  it 


«t  n 


Good  gracious,  no!  We  must  take  him  by  surprise.” 


“Against  our  rules.” 

“But  we  are  detectives,  and  he  is  a  criminal.” 
“Jerusalem  !” 

“We  are  here  to  arrest  him.” 

“I  see.” 

“  nl  describe  the  man.  Toll  mo  if  ho  is  this  Gordon. 


i 
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And  Young  King  Brady  described  Desmond. 

\\  hen  he  finished,  the  clerk  said : 

"That  fits  the  man  in  question. 

"I  was  sure  it  would." 

"  Will  you  try  to  keep  the  matter  quiet  ?” 

“Certainly." 

*'  It  gives  the  hotel  a  bad  name,  you  know.” 

"Yes,  we  understand  that.” 

‘‘Go  ahead  up.  He’s  in  room  304,  on  the  third  floor.’’ 
"Thank  you.  We'll  make  as  little  fuss  as  possible." 
They  ascended  in  the  elevator. 

•  Pausing  before  the  door  of  the  indicated  room,  Old  King 
Brady  knocked. 

"Who's  there?”  demanded  a  gruff  voice  from  within. 
"Me,”  was  the  non-committal  reply,  in  disguised  tones. 
“Who  is  ‘me?'  ”  was  the  next  question. 

“Porter,  sir.” 

"What  do  you  want?” 

"Got  a  card.” 

“A  caller  to  see  me?” 

:  “Yes,  sir.” 

~_“'Shove  it  under  the  door.” 

“Bui  I've  got  a  message  as  well,  sir.” 

“Speak  out;  what  is  it?” 

"Private,  the  lady  said.” 

J  “Ah !  A  lady?” 
jj,  “Yes,  sir.” 

“What  name?” 

“Queenie  A^ail.” 

“How  in  thunder  did  she  find  out  I  am  here?”  , 

“I  don't  know,  sir.” 

There  was  a  long  pause. 

The  Bradys  waited  patiently,  ready  to  burst  their  way 
into  the  room  the  moment  Desmond  unlocked  the  door. 

He  finally  came  to  a  decision,  and  shouted : 

“Tell  the  lady  to  wait  for  me  in  the  parlor.” 

“Very  well,  sir.” 

There  was  a  soft  rustling  at  the  door. 

Old  King  Brady  stooped  over  and  peered  through  the 

key^hole.  ^ 

What  he  saw  startled  him. 

l|prf>esrnon’d  was,  or  had  been,  peering  out  at  them,  and  at 

that  moment  his  eye  was  only  a  few  inches  away  from  the 

kev  hole. 

*  f  • 

Retreating  and  grasping  Harry’s  arm,  the  old  detective 

muttered : 

*  “I  fear  he  has  seen  us.” 

“Then  he  knows  who  we  are.’’ 

* 

“Perhaps.  We’ll  soon  find  out.” 

“E  s ten  at  the  door.” 

t  Old  King  Brady  pressed  his  ear  against  the  panel. 

Xot  a  sound  was  heard. 

A  few  minutes  passed  by  and  he  came  to  a  sudden  deter- 

e  i  nation. 

“Don’t  vait.  He  may  escape.  Break  in  the  door!”  he 
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“Come  on,"  answered  the  bov. 

*  «/ 

They  rushed  at  the  door. 

Crash  !  went  their  shoulders  against  it. 

The  door  flew  open  and  they  shot  into  the  room. 
Glancing  around,  they  failed  to  see  Desmond. 

"He  has  escaped!”  gasped  Old  King  Brady,  disappoint¬ 
edly. 

“Here’s  an  open  window  and  a  fire  escape  outside.” 

“Yes,  and  that’s  how  he  got  away.” 

“Follow  him  !”  cried  Harry. 

“I  was  right.  He  recognized  us.” 

Reaching  the  window,  they  passed  through  to  the  fire  es¬ 
cape  platform  and  peered  down  at  the  iron  ladders. 

They  saw  their  man  far  below. 

“Desmond!”  cried  Ha*rry.  “Desmond,  stop!” 

“You  can’t  take  me !”  was  the  defiant  reply. 

“If  you  don’t  stop  I’ll  shoot  you  !” 

“Shoot,  and  be  blowed  !” 

Harry  aimed  a  revolver  at  him,  but  ere  he  could  pull  the 
trigger  Desmond  dodged  through  an  open  window  into  an 
unoccupied  room  and  disappeared  from  view. 

“Go  back.  Old  King  Brady!”  cried  Harry,  excitedly. 
“What’s  the  trouble  now?”  asked  the  old  detective,  in 
surprise. 

“He  has  gone  into  the  hotel  through  a  window.” 

“Oh !  Wants  to  give  us  the  slip,  eh?” 

“That’s  about  the  size  of  it.” 

''  Back  through  the  window  they  hastened. 

Reaching  the  hall,  and  never  waiting  for  the  elevator, 
they  dashed  downstairs,  reached  the  lower  hall  and  met  a 
porter. 

“Did  a  man  just  rush  down  these  stairs?”  demanded 
Harry. 

“Yassah,”  replied  the  negro. 

“Where  did  he  go  ?” 

“Out  de  do’,  sail.” 

“Thank  you.” 

And  out  rushed  the  detectives. 

Old  King  Brady  ran  to  Broadway  and  Harry  looked  up 
and  down,  the  side  street.  But  for  a  moment  they  failed  to 
see  the  man. 

It  was  amazing. 

Thev  met  on  the  corner. 

SJ 

“Vanished  quick,”  said  Harry. 

“Don't  you  see  him?” 

“No.  He  must  have  dodged  into  a  hiding  place.” 

“  Very  Ijkely.” 

The  boy  glanced  down  the  street  again. 

A  fleeting  figure  met  his  view  going  toward  Fifth  avenue. 
The  boy  grasped  his  partner’s  arm  with  one  hand,  and 
pointing  at  the  running  man  with  the  other,  he  cried: 
“There  he  goes  now!” 

“Sure  enough.  That’s  him.” 

“Chase  him,  Old  King  Brady!”. 

“Come  on." 

And  they  rushed  off  in  hot  pursuit. 
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The  Bradys  ran  down  to  Fifth  avenue  at  the  top  of  theii 
speed,  but  upon  reaching  the  corner  Desmond  had  vanished. 

A  rapid  search  for  the  man  began. 

Every  area,  doorway,  vestibule  and  other  place  in  which 
the  fugitive  might  have  hidden  was  carefully  searched. 
Over  an  hour  was  thus  spent. 

But  it  was  vain  work. 

They  failed  to  find  him. 

Finally  they  gave  it  up  and  Harry  joined  Ins  partner. 

It’s  useless,”  said  the  boy.  “We  can’t  unearth  him.” 

He  certainly  is  well  hidden,”  admitted  the  old  detective 
‘Many  carriages  are  passing;  he  may  have  taken  one.” 

;  Very  true.  If  he  did,  he  is  now  at  a  safe  distance. 

“We’ll  have  to  catch  him  by  some  strategy.” 

“Have  you  a  plan?” 

“A  dozen.” 

“Name  one.” 

“Use  Queenie  as  a  decoy.” 

“Good  enough !” 

“He  loves  her,  and  she  can  draw  him  from  his  covert.’’ 
“You  are  right.  We  must  see  her  as  soon  as  possiole.’ 
They  went  downtown,  and  reported  to  their  chief. 

On  the  following  day  they  sent  for  the  pretty  actress. 

Her  face  was  radiant  with  smiles  when  she  walked  into 

headquarters  and  greeted  the  Bradys. 

“You  look  very  happy,”  said  Harry,  smilingly. 

“I  have  cause  to  be  pleased,”  she  replied,  archly. 

“What  good  event  has  happened?” 

“Ned  called  on  me.” 

“Then  you’ve  made  up?” 

“Yes.” 

The  detectives  smiled  at  each  other. 

Just  what  they  expected  had  happened,  and  Harry  re¬ 
sumed  : 

“Well,  I’m  glad  to  hear  that.  You  explained  matters,  of 
course  ?” 

'  “Oh,  yes;  and  poor  Ned  was  so  overjoyed  to  find  that  he 
had  been  deceived  by  appearances.  Still,  no  one  could 
bliime  him.” 

‘Very  true.  He  was  a  victim  of  his  own  folly,  though.” 
I  presume  he  was.  But  I’m  forgetting;  you  sent  foi 


out  where  he  is  hiding.  Try  to  get  in  correspondence  with 

him.”  ' 

“I  shall.” 

“Notify  us  the  moment  you  hear  from  him.” 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Brady.”  „  $  M 

“We  will  put  the  advertisement  in  the  paper.” 

“I  understand.” 

They  explained  their  plan,  and  she  finally  departed. 

After  she  was  gone  the  detectives  inserted  the  following 
personal  in  the  newspaper,  and  then  awaited  developments. 


“Desmond  :  Should  this  meet  your  eye,  correspond  withij 

me  at  once  on  business  of  vital  importance  to  yourself.  YolV‘J 

need  not  mention  your  location.  Don’t  fail, me. 

“Queenie.” 
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‘So  we  did.  \\  e  need  your  aid 
“For  what?” 

“To  lure  Desmond  into  a  trap. 

“What  a  decoy  you’ve, been  making  of  me! 

“It’s  all  for  Ned’s  sake,  you  know.” 

“*()f  course.  And  that’s  why  I'm  willing  to  aid  you  al) 

I  can.” 

“That's  the  tu&!” 

“Whnt  new  plan  have  you  in  view?” 

“You  put*n  personal  in  the  Herald,  and  try  to  find 


Several  days  passed  by. 

Nothing  was  heard  of  Desmond. 

The  Bradys  began  to  feel  despondent  over  their  want  to| 
success,  and  they  finally  came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had 
not  seen  the  personal. 

In  the  meantime  Ned  Harris  had  resumed  his  oldj>osm 
tion  in  the  bank,  and  old  Mr.  Clark  did  everythinglie-Wd 
to  make  amends  for  his  harsh  treatment  of  the  young  man 
Ned  had  given  Queenie  the  engagement  ring  which  1#1 
to  his  getting  into  all  his  former  trouble. 

It  was  a  very  handsome  diamond. 

And  it  was  destined  to  play  an  important  part  in  the  | 
final  development  of  this  peculiar  case. 

The  trial  of  the  crooks  took  place. 

As  the  Bradys  presented  such  a  strong  case  against  them  H 
they  were  convicted  and  sentenced  to  prison. 

Ned’s  trial  took  place  at  the  same  time. 

As  the  guilt  of  Balph  Desmond  was  clearly  established,  ^ 
Ned  was  acquitted,  and  was  honorably  discharged  from  cus¬ 
tody.  i-| 

It  was  the  happiest  moment  of  his  life  when  he  walked! 

out  of  that  court-room,  his  head  proudly  erect,  his  boso^l 
[swelling  with  honest  pride,  and  the  flash  of  triumph  in  his 

eyes. 

No  one  in  the  crowded  court-room  shared  his  joy  to  a 
Greater  extent  than  the  noble  girl  who  so  loyally  stood  bjl 

O  • 

him  through  all  his  darkest  hours.  .  "  " 

As  he  left  the  court  with  his  mother  on  one  side  and 
Queenie  on  the  other,  the  girl  glanced  at  her  watch,  and 
said : 

“I  shall  have  to  leave  you  now,  Ned,  to  go  to  the  theatre, 
as  I  am  filling  my  last  engagement^ in  Harlem,  and  bar^Mj 
have  time  to  dress  for  the  show.” 

“T’ll  go  with  you,”  he  began. 

“No.”  she  said,  gently.  “Bemember  your  mother. 

has  a  greater  claim  on  you  to-night  than  I  have.” 

“You  are  so  considerate!” 

“That's  because  1  love  you,  Ned.” 

He  put  her  on  a  ear.  and  said,  as  he  raised  his  hat : 

“Fll  call  for  vou  after  the  show.” 

* 

“Promptly  at  eleven.” 

“I  won’t  forget.” 


She 
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And  the  oar  whirled  her  away. 

U  non  the  show  was  over  she  hastily  dressed. 

Ooiug  outside,  she  failed  to  see  Ned  waiting. for  her. 
Rather  surprised,  she  waited  for  him  half  an  hour,  and  as 
he  did  not  then  materialize,  she  started  off  for  home. 

Upon  reaching  the  corner  of  Lenox  avenue,  she  paused  in 
doorway  to  wait  for  a  car. 

It-vvas  a  cold,  windy  night,  the  sky  was  overcast  with 
clouds  and  no  one  was  to  be  seen  in  the  street. 

/A-  Queenie  stood  there  in  the  shadow  the  electric  street 
lights  flashed  down  upon  her  diamond  engagement  ring. 

“  It  made  the  gem  flash  brilliantly. 

^  A  man  came  slouching  along,  his  hat  pulled  down  over 
iiis  eyes  and  his  coat  collar  upturned  about  his  neck. 

He  caught  view  of  the  ring,  and  he  paused. 

W*  A  greedy  look  flashed  from  his  eyes. 
rThe  next  moment  he  dashed  at  her,  seized  her  hand,  and 
raising  his  clenched  fist,  he  growled: 

-  •‘If  you  utter  a  word,  I’ll  kill  you !” 

The  startled  girl  glanced  at  him  in  alarm,  and  gasped : 
‘What  do  vou  mean,  sir?” 

"I'll  tell  you!”  he  hissed.  “I  want  this  ring!  I'm  a 
e-man,  I  can  tell  you.  I’m  half  starved,  and  I 
won't  go  on  any  longer  this  way.  I  must  have  money.  Do 

you  hear?” 

Let  me  go !”  gasped  the  girl. 
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-  “No!”  he  cried.  “Give  me  that  ring,  I  say. 

“I  $von’t !”  she  gasped,  tearing  her  hand  away, 
t  The  light  fell  on  her  face. 
l“>Arsiifled  cry  escaped  the  man. 

^He  staggered  back,  and  gasped  involuntarily :  9 
“Queenie !” 

Something  in  his  voice  made  her  start,  and  she  bent  over 
and  peered  hard  at  his  face  for  an  instant. 

“ Ralph  Desmond!”  she  cried. 

He  laughed  bitterly. 

“Yes,”  be  admitted.  “It’s  me.” 

“A  thief!” 

“Call  me  what  you  please.” 

“So  you  have  come  to  this,  eh?” 

“I’m  penniless  and  hungry.” 

“A  good  excuse.” 

“Well,  I  must  live,  mustn’t  I?” 

N^ncTWou’d  rob  me?” 

“I  didn’t  know  you,  Queenie.” 

“Oh,  I  suppose  not.” 

“You  heard  of  my  trouble ?”# 

“Of  course.  The  papers  were  full  of  it.” 

.^“Well,  what  do  you  think?” 

I  think  you’re  a  fool.  Why  didn’t  you  come  to  me  for 
fir}  •>» 

An  eager,  anxious  look  flashed  over  his  face,  and  he 

eked : 

“Would  you  have  helped  ine?” 

I  “ Haven’t  I  told  you  I  liked  game  men?” 

“  Yet,  But  when  a  man  is  down  on  his  luck,  everybody 


X 


g*  back  on  him  as  a  general  rule.” 


“Web 


J  won’t,”  -aid  the  jprl,  spiritedly.  “Call  to  see 


me  to-morrow  at  three.  Here’s  a  dollar.  I’ll  help  you  but 
of  this  trouble.” 


CHAPTER  XVHI. 

CONCLUSION. 

Ralph  Desmond’s  hands  shook  as  he  took  the  money 
Queenie  offered  him,  and  he  fixed  a  keen,  searching  glance 
upon  her,  and  asked  : 

“Is  it  possible  you  still  love  me,  Queenie?” 

“Of  course  I  do,”  replied  the  girl,  simulating  an  earnest 
tone. 

“In  spite  of  the  way  I’ve  fallen?” 

“What  difference  does  that  make  to  me?” 

“None,  if  you  are  sincere.  .  Ever  since  those  accursed 
Bradys  got  after  me,  I’ve  had  to  hide  by  day  and  prowl  by 
night.  My  life  is  a  curse  to  me.  I  have  no  rest.  I  am 
haunted  by  horrible  dreams  when  I  sleep,  and  I  dread  arrest 
when  I’m  awake.” 

“You  come  down  to  my  hotel  to-morrow  night  at  half 
past  eleven.  Disguise  yourself,  if  you  can,  so  nobody  will 
know  you.  Ask  to  be  shown  to  my  room.  Once  there,  I 
will  furnish  you  with  enough  money  to  reach  California. 
Later  I  will  join  you  there.  Then  we  shall  get  married. 
No  one  will  know  us  there,  and  we  will  live  a  life  of  peace 
and  comfort  the  rest  of  our  days.” 

“By  Heavens,  you  give  me  hope  !” 

“Why  shouldn’t  I,  Ralph,  when  we  love  each  other  So?” 

“God  bless  you,  Queenie  !  Don’t  give  me  away.” 

“Can  I  expect  you ?” 

“Yes.  I  pine  for  the  time  to  come  now.” 

“Good-night.  Here  comes  my  car.” 

“Good  night,  Queenie.” 

And  the  girl  dashed  out  in  the  middle  of  the  street, 

§ 

boarded  the  car  and  sped  away,  leaving  him  like  one  in  a 
trance. 

On  the  following  morning  Queenie  surprised  the  Bradys 
with  a  call,  and  told  them  what  had  transpired. 

They  were  justly  amazed. 

When  she  finished  her  recital,  she  asked : 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?” 

“We’ll  be  on  hand  ready  to  arrest  him,”  replied  Harry. 
“You  are  a  trump,*  Queenie.  A  better  decoy  I  never  heard 
of.” 

“Oh,  I  understand  my  business!”  she  laughed. 

“Heard  from  Ned?” 

“Yes.  Poor  fellow,  he  called  last  night  after  I  got  home. 
Said  he  had  been  waiting  outside  the  wrong  theatre  for 
me.” 

“That  accounts  for  his  non-appearance.” 

“Of  course  it  does.” 

The  detectives  praised  the  girl  for  her  intelligence  in  ar¬ 
ranging  the  trap  in  which  they  .pow  expected  to  catch  Des¬ 
mond,  and  she  departed  feeling  pleased  at  her  well-merited 
praise. 
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Preparations  were  made  to  catch  their  man. 

On  the  following  night  at  ten  o'clock  the  detectives  se¬ 
creted  themselves  in  the  actress'  room. 

‘‘When  Desmond  arrives  he  will  meet  with  the  greatest 
surprise  he  ever  had  in  his  life,”  chuckled  Harry. 

“Are  you  sure  no  oTte  saw  us  come  in  here?” 

“Quite  positive.” 

They  chatted  away  for  an  hour. 

Finally  they  heard  a  key  rattle  in  the  lock. 

Queenie  entered  and  took  off  her  bonnet  and  sacque. 

She  had  not  been  in  long  before  there  came  a  knock  at 
the  door,  and  she  sung  out: 

“Come  in!” 

The  door  opened  and  Desmond  entered. 

He  wore  no  disguise,  as  he  was  too  poor  to  get  one. 
“Queenie!”  he  exclaimed. 

“Dh  !  You,  is  it  ?”  she  asked,  coldly. 

“Yes.  I’ve  kept  my  word.” 

“How  did  you  get  up  here  unchallenged?” 

“By  sneaking,”  he  admitted,  humbly. 

I  suppose  you've  come  to  get  my  aid  to  get  you  out  of 
k?” 

“Yes/'  was  his  meek  reply. 

“Open  tha!  closet  door  and  get  the  disguise  I’ve  got  for 
you  theife.” 

He  pulled  open  the  door. 

The  Bradys  sprang  out  and  seized  him. 

He  gave  a  yell  and  recoiled,  gasping : 

“Treachery!”  ,  .  ■' 

“Desmond,  you  are  our  prisoner!”  cried  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Queenie,  you’ve  betrayed  me!” 

“Of  course  I  did,”  she  Replied.  “I  did  it  to  bring  you  to 
justice  for  the  crime  you  laid  at  the  door  of  Ned  Harris, 
my  intended  husband.” 


“What  a  fool  I’ve  been!”  he  cried,  bitterly. 

“Come  along!”  said  Harry,  gruffly. 

He  submitted,  as  resistance  was  useless,  and  they  lockec 
him  up. 

Soon  afterward  lie  was  tried  and  his  criminality  in  eng1, 
neering  the  robbery  of  the  bank  was  proved  against  him. 

They  sent  him  to  prison  for  ten  wears.  ~  ~ 

The  romantic  finish  of  that  case  was  the  marriage  of  Ned 
to  Queenie,  the  detectives*  girl  decoy,  soon  after  Desmond 
was  sentenced,  and  the  Bradys  attended  the  wedding. 

As  they  had  nothing  further  to  do  then,  their  chief  as¬ 
signed  them  upon  a  new  case,  which  led  them  into  many 

dangers.  tfgE 

In  our  next  number  we  will  give  a  faithful  account  of 
their  wonderful  exploits,  and  for  the  present  we  will  leave 
them  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  fresh  laurels  they  had  won. 
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